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INTRODUCTION. 



The circumstance of the late critical con- 
troversy with Lord Byron having recalled my 
attention to a poem, sketched some years ago, 
on a subject of national history, I have been 
induced to revise and correct, and now venture 
to offer it to the public. 

The subject, though taken from an early pe- 
riod of our history, is, as far as relates to the 
Grave of Harold, purely imaginary, as are all 
the characters, except those of the Conqueror, 
and of Edgar Atheling. History, I think, justi- 
fies me in representing William as acting con- 
stantly under strong religious impressions. A 
few circumstances in his life will clearly show 
this. When Han^d was with him in Nor- 
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VUl INTKODUCTION. 

mandy, he took an oath of him on two altars, 
within which were concealed miraculous relics*. 
His banner was sent from Rome, consecrated 
by the Pope, for the especial purpose of the 
invasion of England. Without adverting to 
the night spent in prayer before the battle of 
Hastings, was not this impression more de- 
cidedly shown when he pitched his tent among 
the dead on that nighty and vowed to build an 
abbey on the spot ? The event of the battle 
rwas so much against all human probability, that 
his undertaking it, at the place and time, can 
only be reconciled by supposing he acted under 
some extraordinary impression. 

When the battle was gained, he knew not on 
what course to determine : instead of marching 
to London, he retired towards Dover. When 
he was met by the Kentish men, with green 
boughs, the quaint historian says, '* He was 
daunted.*' These and many other incidental 
circumstances may occur to the reader. 

* See the picture in Stodhard's travels. 
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INTRODUCTION. IX 

In representing him, therefore, as jinder the 
control of superstitious impressions, I trust I 
have not transgressed, at least, poetical verir 
similitude. An earthquake actually happened 
about the period at which the poem commences, 
followed by storms and inundations. Of these 
facts I have availed myself. 

I fear the poem will be thought less interest- 
ing, from having nothing of Love in it, except, 
in accordance with the received ideas of the 
gentleness of Atheling's character, I have made 
him not insensible to one of my imaginary fe- 
males, and have therefore, to mark his /cha- 
racter, made him advert to the pastoral scenes 
of Scotland, where he had been a resident. 
There is a similarity between my "Monk," and 
" The Missionary," but their offices and the 
scenes are entirely different, and some ^egfee 
of similarity was unavoidable in characters of 
the same description. 

Filial affection, love of our country^ Ibravery, 
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X INTROWJCTK^. 

fitemness, (inflexible, except under religious 
fears,) the loftier feelings of a desolate female^ 
under want and affliction, with something of the 
wild prophetical cast ; religious submission, and 
deep acquiescence in the will of God ; these 
passions are brought into action, round one 
centre, if I may use the word, " The Grave of 
^I'HE LAST Saxon/* 

That Harold's sons landed with a large fleet 
from Denmark, were joined by an immense con- 
federate army, in the third year of William's 
reign, is a well-known historical fact That 
York was taken by the confederate army, and 
that all the Normans, except Sir William Malet, 
and his family, were killed, is also matter of 
record. (^See Drake* s History of York, and 
Turner's History qf England.} That after- 
ward^ (the blow against William failing), th$ 
whole country, from the Humber to Tyne, from 
the east to the west, was depopulated by sword 
and famine, are facts also found in all historians. 
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IKTROBTOTION. XL 

Some slight anachronisms may, I hope, be 
pardoned ; if anachronisms they are, such as 
the year in which the Tower was built, &c* 

The plan will be found, I trust, simple and 
coherent, the characters sufficiently marked and 
contrasted, and the whole, conducive, however 
deficient, in other respects, to the excitement 
of virtuous sympathy, and subservient to that, 
which alone can give dignity to poetry, the 
cause of moral and religious truth. 
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ERRATA. 

Page 35, line 16. 
To 

" Mingled wth things forgotten," 
Add 

" Until then, 
'' And then remember'd freshly." 

Page 37, line 9. 
For 

"This, 
" Your darling, for his safety, lo !'» 
Read 

"Hun, 
" Whom ev*ry eye must view with tenderness. 
** Oh ! trust me ; for his safety, lo! I pledge." 

Page 46, Une last, dele ** rose." 
75, 6, dele " midnight." 
86, 2, for " warm," read ** warn." 
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Cjbe ^abe of i^t lasit g^ajtvm; 



OR. 



THE LEGEND OF THE CURFEW. 
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Cfie ^atie of tl)t last dajcon. 



INTKODUCTOEY CANTO. 



Sfibjeci — Grave ami ChUdren of Harold — Coh/ideraU 
Army ofDaffteSt Scots, and ErigUsh arrived in the 
' Hvmber the Mr d year of the Conqueror, and marching 
• to York. 



** Know ye the land where the bright orange glows P'^ 
Oh I rather know ye not ths land, beloved 
Of Liberty, where your brave fiithers bled ? 
The land of the whit^ cliffs, where ev^ry cot 
Whose smoke goes up in the clear morning sky. 
On the green hamlet^s edge, stands as secure 
As the proud Norman casde^s bannered keep ? 
Oh! shall the poet paint a l^nd of slaves, 
(Alb^t, tha€ the richest colours warm 
His tablet, glowing from the master^s hand,) 
And THEE forget, his country — ^tbee, his home ? 

b2 
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4 '*•: \]\' INtVobi^^tOilY CANTO. 

Fair Italy !'t!iy 'hill's and olive-groves, 
A lovelier light empurples — or when Mom, 
Streams o'^er the cloudless van of Apennine, 
Or more majestic Eve, on the wide scene. 
Of columns, temples, arcs, and aqueducts, 
Sits, like reposing Glory, and collects 
Her rich^t radiance at that parting hour; 
While distant domes, touched by her hand, shine out 
More solemnly, ^mid the gray nionuments. 
That strew th** illustrious plain ; yet say, can these, 
]B^en when their pomp is proudest, and the sun. 
Sinks o^er the ruins of Immortal Rome, 
A holy intVest wake, intense as that, 
Which vii^its his full heart, who, severed long. 
And home returning, se^s once more the light 
Shine on the land where hia forefathers sleep ; 
Sees its white cliffs at distance, and exclaims, 
** There I was bom, and there my bones shall rest?" 

Then, oh ! ye bright pavilions of the East, 
Ye blue Italian skies,, and summer-seas. 
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INTRODUCTORY CANTO. 6 

By marble cliffs high-bounded, throwing far 
A gray illuniination through the haze 
Of orient mcMming ; ye, Etruscan shades. 
Where Pan's own pines o'er Valombrosa wave ; 
Scenes, where old Tiber, for the mighty dead 
As mourning, heavily rolls ; or Anio 
Flings its white foam ; or lucid Amo steals 
On gently through the plains of Tuscany ; 
Be ye th' impassioned themes of other song. 

Nor mine, thou wond'rous Westeen Woelu, to call 
The thunder of thy cataracts, or paint 
The mountains and the vast volcano-range 
Of Cordilleras, high above the stir 
Of human things, lifting to middle air 
Their snows in everlasting solitude. 
Upon whose nether crags the vulture, lord 
Of summits inaccessible, looks down, 
Unhearing, when the thunder dies below ! 

Nor, midst th** irriguous valleys of the South, 
Where Chili spreads her green lap to the sea. 
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6 INTRODUCTORY CANTO. 

Now pause I to admire the bright blue Inrd, 
Brightest and least of all its kind, that spins 
Its twinkling flight, still humming o^er the flow'^rs, 
Like a gem of flitting light ! 

'To THESE adieu! 

Yet ere thy melodies, my hai^, are mute 
For ever, whilst the stealing day goes out 
With slow-declining pace, I would essay 
One patriot theme, one ancient British song : 
So might I fondly dream, when the cold turf 
Was heap'^d above my head, and carping tongues 
Were ceased, some tones, Old England, thy green hills 
Might then remembe r.^ > ■ 



Time has beft the sheine. 
Where the last Saxon, canonbeedj lay. 
And every trace has vanish^, like the light 
That from the high-archM eastern window fell, 
With broken sun8hine> on his marble tomb— 
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HfTBODITCTOBY CANTO. 

So have they paoi^d ; and silent are th^ cbcm 

That to his sfnrit si»(|; eternal ijesti 

And scattered are his bon^ who jwied thoie w«I]% 

Where, from the field of blood abwly convfy^d, , 

His mahgikd(k>rse^ with t(»dh iM^ orison, 

Before the altar, and in holy earth. 

Was kid! Yet oft I;mufle upon thetheme^ 

And now, whilst solemn the abw etufisw tdla^ 

Years and dim centuries feem td unfcild. 

Thdr shroud, as4it theaunmumsv; and I ihixk . 

How sad4iiat soimd on er^ry English hcaiA. 

Smote, when alon^. those dark^nng Tales, whece Lea<^> 

Beneath the woods oft Waltliuii windi^ it bibke 

f^rst on the silenoe of the night, far heard 

Through the 'deep <fobe&8;! Phantoms of thk past. 

Ye gather round me I Voicbs of the n£AJE>, 

Ye come by fits! And now I hear» ieixof, , 

Famt SLEEsoNs swdl, while to the fane . . 

The long piooesaon, and the pomp of deaths 

Moves yii^ble; and im>w one vdsce is heard 
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8 INTKODITCfrORT CANTO. 

From a vast multitude^ ^< HanJd, farewdtt! 

*^ Farewell, and rest in peace r That saUe car 

Bears the last Saxon to his grave, (the last 

From Hengist, of the long illttstrious line 

That sway'd the English soepd^!) £hrk! a cry! 

^is from his mother, who, with frantic mien. 

Follows the bier! with manly look composed, 

Gkidwin, his eldestJbom, and Adda, ^ 

Her head declined, her hand npon her farow 

Beneath the Teil, supported by his arm, 

Sorrowing succeed : lo! pensive £dmund there. 

Leads Wolfe, the least and ymmgest, by the hand !^— 

Brothers and sbters, olent and in tearsy 

Follow th^ father to the dust, beneath 

Whose eye th^ grew-^Last and alone, bdiold, 

Marcus, ^^ subduing the deep sigh, with brow • ':'' ' 

Of sterner acquiescence — Slowly pace 

The sad ranains of England^s chivalry, 

The few whom Hastings^ field of cisffnage qpared. 

To follow their dain monarches hearse this night. 
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JNTBODUCTORY CANTO. 9 

Whose ooFse is bame beneath th^ eteutchoon^d^paU, 

To rei^ m Waltham Abbey. Sothetmin, 

(Imagination thus embodying it) 

Moves onwaard to the Abbey^s western porch, 

Whose windows and r^iring aisles reflect 

The long funereal l^Ms* Twelve stoled monks^ 

Each with a torcb^ and pacings two and two^ 

Along the pilkr'd naye, with cnidfix 

Aloft, b^;in the supplicating chant, 

Intomng <^ J4^baraf« Domine.'" 

Now, the stcme-ooflbis in the earth ore laid 
Of Harold, and of Le^firine, and Girth, <^^ 
Brave brethren slain, in one disastrous day < 
And hark! again the monks and chfuisters 
Si]%, pacing round the grave-stone, ^< RsaviEM 
** Etebnam noKA iis.^-^To his okave. 
So was Ejng Harold borne, within those walls 
His bounty raised : his children knelt and wept, 
Then slow departed, never in thb world. 
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10 UTTBaDinnxnnr cMsmk 

Perhaps, to oieet agaiiii. But wlio k (the. 
Her dark hair streanmig on her fafow, her eye 
Wild, and her breast deepJheavix^? 9ie beheld 
At distance the due rites, nor wept, nor spake, 
And now is gone. 

Alas ! from that sad hour. 
By many jGsiites, all who that hour had met. 
Were scattered. Grodwin, Edmund, Adek, 
Exiles in Denmark, thefe a refuge found 
From England^s stormy fortunes, lliree long years 
Have passed ; again they tread thar native land. — 
The Danish armament beneath the Si^iTrn <^^' 
Is anchored — ^Twenty thousand mn^n at arms 
Follow huge Waltheof, on his barbed steed. 
His battle-axe hung at the saddleMbow ; — 
Morcar and Edwin, English earls, are there. 
With red-cross banner, and ten-thousand m^ 
From Ely and Ncnihumbeiiand : they raise 
The death-song of defiance, imd advance 
With bows of steeL Ff^nn Sootfamd^s moiunttaAn^gl^ns, 
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IFFBOBUOIXmY CANTO. 11 

From sky-blue lodu^ and the wildhigUml heaths, 

From Lothian viUaj^ along the hankie 

Of Forth^ King Malcolm leacU his daiumien bold^ 

And, daimllefia as renuiatiG) Uds imfuatl 

The bamser of St« Andrew ! by his side 

Mild Edgar Athelingy a stripling boy. 

His brother, heir to £nglfuid!*s throne, appears, 

The dawn of youlh on his i^esh cheek! andlo! 

The broad-swor«b g&ter as the tartan^d tioc^ 

March io the joobsoGh^s soiuid. The Datiiah ttiunp 

Brays, Bke^a gong^^ heard, to the holts and towns 

Of Lincohishire. 

With crests and shields the same, 
A lion frowning on each helmefs cone, 
like the two brothers famed in ancient song, ^^^ 
Godwin and Edmund, sons of Harold, lead 
From Scandinavia and the Baltic isles 
The impatient Northmen to th^ embattled host 
On Humberts dde — The standards wave in air. 
Drums roU^ and gfittering columns file, and arms 
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12 INTKODUCTOKY CANTO. 

Flash to the mom^ and bannar^d^nunpets bray, 
Heralds, or armorers, from tent to tent 
Are hurrying — crests, and spears, and steel-bows gleam^ 
Far as the eye can reach — barbed horses neigh — 
Thdr mailed riders wield the battle-axe. 
Or draw the steel-bows ^th a clang — and hark I 
From the vast moving host is beard one shout, 
« <^ CoNQUBST or Dbath r — as now the sun ascends^ 
And on the bastion^d walls of Ravenspur 
Flings its first beam — one mighty shout is heard, 
" Pebish the Norman! Soldiers, on!—- to YqrkI'^ 
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Cj^e ^tatie of tj^e im S^ajron. 



CANTO THE FIEST. 



Cagile ofRavenspuTf on the Htmber — DaugtUer of 
Harold-^AUric, the monk. 



** Let us go up to the west tiuret^s top,^ 
Adela cried; " let us go up— the night 
^^ Is still, and to the east great ocean'^s hum 
*^ Is scarcely heard. If but a wand'^ring step, 
*^ Or distant shout, or dip of hastening oar, 
^^ Or tramp of steed, or far-off trumpet, break 
^^ The hush'^d horizon, we can catch the sound, 
♦* When breathless expectation watches there.^ 

Upon the platform of the highest towV 
Of Ravenspur, beneath the lonely lamp, 
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14 THE GRAVE OF CANTO I. 

At midnight, leaning o^er the battlement, 
The daughter ci slain Harold, Adela, 
And a gray monk who never left her eide, 
Watch'd : for this mght or death or victory , 

The Saxon standard waits 

Hark! Hwas a shout, 
And sounds at distance as of inarching men! 
No! all is silent, save the tide, that rakes. 
At times, the beach, or breaks beneath the cliff. 
Listen! was it the fall of hast'^ning oartf? 
No ! all is hush'd! " Oh ! when wiQ they return ?* 
Adela aghM ; for three long nights had passM, 
Since her brave brothers left these bastion^d walls. 
And marched, with the confederate host, to Yobk. 
** They come not : Have they perish'd ?'^ So dark thoughts 
Arose, and then she raised her look to Heav'*n, 
And dasp^d the cross, and prayed m(»re fervently. 
Her lifted eye in the pale lamp-light shone. 
Touched with a tear; sdft airs of ocean blew. 
Her long light hair, whilst audibly she cried, 
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CANTO I. TH£ LAST SAXOK. 16 

^^ Preserve them, blessed Mary ! di I preserve 

<^ My brothers.^ As she pray^^? one pale small star, 

A still and lonely star, through the bkdk night 

LiOokM out, like Hope! — Instant, -a trumpet rung, 

And voices rose, and hurrying lights .appeared ; 

Now louder shouts along the platform peal — 

^^ Oh ! they are Normans !^ she exclaim'^d, and grasped " 

The old mim^s hand, and said, ^^ yet we will die 

<* As Habold^s daughteb ;^ and, with mien and voice, ^ 

Firm and unfaltering^ kissed the crucifix, x 

They knelt togedier^ and the old man spoke : ' 

^^ All here is toil and tempest-*->we diall go, 

^' Daughter of Harold, where <the weary rest^ 

Oh! hdy Mary, ^tis the clank x)f«teel 

Up the stooe staiirs ! ^nd, lo! beneath the lamp. 

In arms, the beaver of his helmet raised. 

Some light hairs straying on his ruddy cheek. 

With breath hastily drawn, and cheering smile. 

Young Atheling. " The Saxok banner waves^-^ 

<^ Oh ! are my brothers safeP^ cried Adela, 
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16^ THE GRAVE OF CAKTO f. 

<< Speak! speak! Oh! tettme, domy farothersliver 

Atheling answered, ^ They wiU soon scppear — 

^^ My post was on the eastern hiDs — a scout 

'< Came breathless, sent horn Edmund, and I hied, 

^^ With a small cmnpany, and horses fleet, 

<^ At his command, to thee. He bade me say, 

^< Even now, upcm the dtadel of York, 

^^ Above the bursting fires, and rolling smoke, 

" The Saxon banner waves" 

<« I thank thee, L(»d! 
^< My brothers live!" cried Adefai, and kndt 
Upon the platform, with uplifted bands, 
And look to Heaven — ^then rising with a smile. 
Said, ^' We have watch^d^ I and this old man here, 
<^ Hour after hour, through the long lingering night> 
<^ And now ^tis almost morning: I will stay 
<^ Till I have heard my brother^s distant horn 
^* From the west-woods ; — ^but you are weary, youth ¥^ 

** Oh, no! I will keep watch with you till dawn — 
** To me most soothing is an hour like this! 
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CilMTOl. THE liAfrT SikXaMT. ' 17 

^^ And who that stw^ aB now^ the morning fttatr^ 

<' Begin to pale> and the gray twilight steal 

'^^ So calmly on the seas^ and wide^hushM world, 

<* Could deem there was a sdfund of miseiy 

*< On earth? nay, who could hear thy gentle voice, 

*^ Fair maid, and think there was a vdoe of hate 

^^ Or strife beneath the stalfaiess of that cope 

^< Above uft? Oh! I hate the noise of arms — 

" Here will I watdi with you'' — Th^, after pause, 

^< Poor.EiiaLAxn is not what it once has been ; 

'^ And strange are both our fortunes.^ 

" Atheling,"' 
(Adela answered) ^^ early piety 
*^ Hath disciplined my heart to ev'ry change. 
^^ How didst thou pass in safety from this land 
*^ Of slavery and sorrow ?^ 

He replied— 
^< When darker jealousy and lowering hate 
*« Sat on the brow of William, England moum'd, 
^< And one dark spirit of conspiracy 
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18 THE GBAVE OF CANTO I. 

<< Mutter'd its curaes through the luad. 'Twas then, 

<' With fiercer j^are, the lion^s eye was tum'd 

<< On me — ^My asters and myself embark'^d — 

^^ The wide world was before us — we embarked, 

<< With some few faithful fiiends, and ftoai the sea 

^^ Gazed tearful, for a moment, on the shores 

" We left far ever — (so it then ai^)ear^d). 

^^ Poor Max^rethid her face; but the fresh wind 

<< Swell'^d the tvHl maii^ail, and the lessening hund,. 

<^ The tow^^rs, the spires, the villages, the smoke, 

** Were seen no more. 

" When now at sea, the winds 
^* Blew adverse, for to Holland was our course—^ 
^^ More feaiful ros^ the stansi — ^the east-wind sung 
^^ Louder, till wreck'^d upon the shores of Forth 
" Our vessel lay — Here, friendless, **we implored 
" A short sojourn and succour — Scotland's king 
^< Then sat in Dumfsbmlink — ^he heard the tale 
^^ Of our distress — ^he flew himself to save-^ 
*^ But when he saw my sister Margaret, ^ 
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CAITTO f. THE LAST SAXON. (19 

^^ Young, imiooait, and beautiful hi tears, 
** His heait was mov'd, 

" * Oh ! welcome here,* he cried : 
** * "Ks Heaven hath led you — Lady, look on me — 
** * If such a flower be cast to the blei^ winds, 
^* * Twere meet I took and wore it neit my heart'— 
** Judged he not well, fair maid ? 

" Thou know'st the rest — 
^^ Coinpaisffion nurtured love, and Margaret 
^* (Such are die events of rufing Providence) 
'* Is now all Scotibmd's queen! 

** To join the bands ' 
^* Of warriors, in one cause assembled here, 
'^ Sjng Malcolm left his land of hills — ^his arm 
^^ Might make the Conqvi^bok tremble on his throne! 
'^ E'en should we fail, my sister Margaret 
'^ Would love and honour you ; and I might hope^ 
" (Cfti! might I?) on the banks of Tay, or Tweed, 
*^ With thee to wander, (where no curfew sounds,) 
'^ And mark the sunmier-sun, beyond the hiUs, 

c2 
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in THE ' OiTiAl^ <OP XAVlto I. 

<< Sink in its ^ory, and tiiaa, hmdi in haad^ 
^^ Wind through the woods, and——'' 

Adela replied^ 
With smile ccxtnplacent, ^^ Listai^-^I will be 
^< (So to beguile the creeping hours of tkne) 
^^ A tale-teller.^— Two years we held sojourn 
" In Denmark — ^two long weary years^ and s^'d^ 
<^ When, looking on the southern deep, we thought 
" Of our poor country — ^ Give me men and shipsf 
^^ Godwin still ciied — ^ Oh! ^e me men and sUipsr-— 
^^ The king commanded, ai^ his ^omamait—* 
** (A mightier never stemm'd the Baltic deep, 
*^ Sent forth by sea-kings of the north, or bent 
" On hardier enterprise : for not some isle 
*' Of the lone Orcades was now the prize, 
" But England's throne;) 

^^ — His mighty armament 
^^ Now left the shores of Denmark. Our brave ships 
^^ Burst through the Baltic straits, hpw gloriously ! 
^^ I heard the trumpets ring; I isaw the sail& 
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« Of nigh difwhimdbed war-flhips, the cfim verge 
^< Of the r^note hoiunon^ft akiey track 
^< Bestud^ig^, Jieie and thefe, like gem& of light 
'^ Djcopt from the^radkiioe of the mormng sun 
<* On the gmy 'iv«ite4^'imter&*--So oar shipa 
^< Sw^t o?er the IhUowb of the ncvth, and st^er'd 
'< Right oa t0> £ilfti.ANB. 

^^ Forepiost o£ the fleet 
'< Our gaUai^ vessel ]»de---*aK0und the inast 
^^ EmUazou'd shielda were ranged— and phimed crests 
<^ Shook as the northeast rose — ^Upon die prowv^ 
^' More ardent, Godini^ niy brave brother^ stood, 
<^ And milder Edmund, on whose mailed ana . 
<< I hung, when the wUte waves before us swdFd, 
^< And parted.— -The broad banner, in &11 length, 
^^ Stream'^d out its folds, on whidi the Saxon horse 
'^ Mtamf^^ as impatiait onthe land to leap, 
^f To wluch the winds still bore it bravely on; 
^' Whilst the red cross, on the finmt banner, shone, 
^^ The hoar deepcrimsonuig* ^ 
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^^ ,Wmdthkmg m ca — 
<^ Bear us as dbeeily, till white Attnon^s dkb 
'^ Resound to our tiium{^iaat du)Ut8; tiU thsxe^ 
<^ On his OWN Tow'&, that fbrnns abore the Thames, 
^^ EVn thare we phmi these baknbbs and this csoss, 
^< And stamp the Cok^kskqe and his C&owy to dust!-^ 
^^ They would hare kq)t me on a fixraign shon, 
^^ But could I leave my brothers? I with them 
^^ Grew up, wkh them I left my native land, 
^^ With them all perils have I haivei, of sea, 
^^ Or war, all storms of hard adversity : 
^' Let death betide, I reck not; all I ask, 
^^ Is yet, once more in dus sad world, to kneeL 
^' Upo)i MT PATHB&'s GBAvs, aod kiss the eartk — 
*^ When the fcmrth morning gleam'^d alcmg the deep^ 
^' ^ Enoland, Old Ekglaut]) V faursi the general ery : 
^' ^ England, Old England T Every eye, intent, 
'^ Was turned ; and Godwin pointed with his sword 
^^ To Flamborouj^ pale riang o^er the surge: 
^^ ' Nearer into the kingdom^s heart bear on 
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<< < The deatJ^HSloisi'of our y^igeatice f Gkadwm a^d. 

<^ Soony lUce a doud^ die Jforthmt Fo^ 

'< EInow ye those diffi^ towhiog in gkcitlstate? 

^< But hark! along the akoxw skatvOnAieOB 

^^ BaB^B^outmoxektiid^^trump answers trump — the swords 

^^ Ctf hunynig henonen^iandpixijected tqpe^ ' ' 

^ A thousand bows are bent — Again^ our ooune ' ' 
<^ Bttsk to thenorthfis tum'd. Now twilight yeil^ 
*^ The sinkiiig sonfikof. YanaonCh, and we heaid> 
<^ A long deep tdl from many a village towV 
^^ On Axxce — and \o i the scattered inJond lights, 
^< That sprinkled^ winding oeean'^fi Wly vef^, 
*^ At once loelost in dariaiess^— ^ Gon in Hbavkk, 
<< ^ It is th£ CuRF£wi\ Godvrin ^led, andjonote 
^^ His forehead. We all heard that.eiullen aoiiad 
'< For the first time, that night; but the winds blew*— 
^< Our ship siEdPd out of healing; yet we ^liought 
^^ Of the poor mo&er, who on winl^ n^gtits, 
^^ (When her bdated husband from the wood 
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<< Wag iMit come htA}^ imkndytupm^ikii^ 

^< And tum'd die gl88i, and osir tlK^fiiggo^jflai^ 

<< Shine on thefiim of hfr Ihtle < 

'^ Those times will ncPer wHmtL 

*. ' . t^] 

^^ Again the sun is m^p^er/ftliemnBi; .. >. /. » 

^< And now hoane Humber roan tcnaaih onr Jteal% '. 

^< And v^ hwre laniM "^ . - . 

>< Yea, and strode a tiltar^ 
^' Suchias may make the erovned £ianqpaepy . tfrnviy . 
Bdgar replied. 

'< Grant, Heaven, that we may fivc^*^ 
Adela cried, <^in love and peace i^mn, 
*^ When every storm is past — ^But this good man 
^* Is aIent--*Allric, does no hofpe, e'en now, 
^^ Arise on thy dairk heart? Good father, speak."* 

With aspect mild (on whoch its fitful light 
The watah^itowV lamp threw pale) the monk vepSieA* 
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<^ Youth) x«k llqpuligl^lnir, and di^c&ufluii brow,. ^ 
^< Most oomelf al» tke moiQi of Kfe; on Bie, 
*^ And this hareiheady the night ci time deicends 
^ In sorrow. I look bade vqpont thepast, / i 

'^ And Aiak of jojr and sadness upon earthy 
^* like the vast oeean's flnctaatiBg toil 
« Front e^aBhstaipl I ha:v» men its waste 
^ Now in the suxBdiine slee{n]^**-now faiglMidged 
« With slonas; and sueh the kingdoms ci the earth. 
^^ YeSjjPauih^ alid4kittmi^ fortune, and the %ht 
^^ Of summer days, are as the radiance 
^< That flita-akng the sofitatf]^ waves, 
<^ E^en whikt we gase, and aay, ^ how bett^tif«iir 
*^ So fitMiand so peridung die dream 
^< Of hinnan things. But there is light above, 
<^ Undying; and, at times, faint harmonies 
** Heard, by the weary pilg^^im, in his way 
^< O^er perilous rocks, and through unwatef'd wastes, 
^< Who looks up, fainting, and prays earnestly, 
^< To pass into that rest, whence sounds so sweet 
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<< Came, wbiapexmgathape; dm k weve best, 

<< Beneath the load die foiioin hean endiiresy 

^^ To sink at once; to diut the eyes cm tfaii^ 

<< That sear the B^t;'aad so to umip the soul 

^^ In sullen, tearless, ruthless apathy f 

'^ Therefore, midst evij himum change, I drop 

^^ A. tear upoh theeroes, andalliscalm; 

^' Yea, full of blisfifaW-and of brightest imws, . . 

*^ On this dark tide of tame, 

«< Youth, tkni hast known 
" Adverfiity ; even in tiby moam of life,^ 
'^ The spring-tide rainbow fiides, and many days, 
^< And many years, perchance, of weal or woe 
^< Hang o'er thee : happy, if through ev'ry chaqge 
^^ Thy constant heart, thy sted&st view, be fix^d 
^' Upon that better kingdom, where the c»x>wn 
^^ Immortal is held out to holy hope, 
'^ Beyond the clouds that rest upon the grave. 
^^ Oh! J remember wh&k King HarokL stood 
^^ Blooiping in yduth like thee : I saw him crowned — 
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<< I heard theikiiid nroico of & lui&ot hail 

<< His risdiig ator : tfani, flipuiigm jiniiUicaT^ 

<< The red port^toiiB Gaia«t;»/^) like the hsni 

<< Upon the wdU, «aiiie forth,: it9 falal course 

<< All mark'd, ^knd gased ia tetor/ita itlook'd, 

'' With land li^t, upDik th]» k0dJ It pasfild*^ 

^* Old men had mmy bodings; btitl^sa^, 

^* Reckless, King Hatptd, in Us {dunsBd fadm, 

^^ Ride for^no^t of the mailed eipv^aiiyj 

^< That, when the fieMJeNorwe^^ ^^^ passed the seas, 

^< Met his host, man to man; I saw the sword, 

^^ Advanced abd glittmng, in the vietor^s hand, 

^< That smote the HaAdbada to the esstihl To^y^ 

'* King Harold rose, like an avenging God, 

^' To-morrow (so it sean'^d, so short the space,) 

" To-morrow, through the field of blood, we sought 

^^ His mangled corse anud the heaps ot slidn— 

'^ Shall I reommt th'erent more faitb&illy ? 

^^ Its spectred jnemory never smce that hpur 

^^ Has left my heart 
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^ WiLi.iAii^ wat in Iw taiit, 
<< Spread diidie battie^liui, on that sanw nig^t 
'^ When sevmty tlMmsttiid daad lay aft Mbiiefi-- 
<^ They, who at suA^iisG, with bent bows aiid'flf)ear% 
^' Confronted and defied JnBy «t hb feet 
^^ Lay dead!-^aae, be wjatcbee in bia tott, 
<< At midnightr«.4ailfitia sigbt 4o tmibb 
'^ We came-^we atood befinehbn, where he sat> 
<< I and my brother lOigted* ^Whoareye?' 
^' Stem he inqixbed ; and Osgood thus Kflied. 
<^ < Conqueror, end Lord, and soon to be a King» 
'^ ^ We, two poor monks of Walcham Abbey, kneel 
^^^ Before thee, sorrowing! He who is slain 
<^ < To us was bountiful. He raised those walla 
" * Where we devote our life to pray'r and praise,. 
<< < Oh! by the mercies which the God of all 
^' ^ Hath shown to thee this day, grant our request; 
^< < To seaJTch fixr his dead body, through this field 
^< ' Of tenor, that hb bones may rest widi usJ 
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^^ ' Your king hath met the meed cihrcken fidth,^ 
« William lefdied: ^ But yet he shall not want 
^^ ^ A sepulehre ; and on this very spot 
<^ ^ My purpose stands, as I have Tow'd to God, 
^^ ^ To huild an holy monastery : here, 
^' ^ A hundred moidLs shall pray for all who ML 
<^ < In this dread strifq ; and your £jK6 Hakold here ' 
'^ ' Shall have due honours and a stately tomb.^ 

^' Still on our knees, weansw^d, ^(Ai notso, 
^^ * Dread Sorerdgn ; — hear us, of your demeacy. 
« < We beg his foody; beg it for the sake 
<^^0f our successors; beg it for oorsehres, - 
** * That we may bury it inihe same spot « . 
** * Himself ordam^d when living ; where the dioirs 
^^ < May fflng for his repose, in distant years^ 
" * When we are dust and adies.^ 

*«« Then go forth, 
^' * And search for him, at the first dawn of day,^ 
^^Kng William said. We crossed oorbifaats, and passed, 
" Slow-rinng, from his presence. - So we went. 
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<^ In alence, to thfe Quarry df the d^: 

<< The sun ro0e on that stfll and dismal host — 

" Toiling from corse to corse, we trod in blood — 

<^ From morh till noon toilihg, and then I said, 

" * Seek Editha, her whom he loved,'' She caiaie ; 

<^ And through the field of death she passed : she looked 

<^ On many a fiiee^ ghastly upturned; ha* hand 

^^ Unloos^ the helmet, smoothed the clotted hair, 

^^ And^inany livid hcitads she todk in hel-s; 

^^ Till stopping oi'er a mangled corse, she shiiekM, 

" Then into tears burst audibly, and turned . ' 

<^ Her face, and with a falf ring voice pronoimced, 

"^OhlHaroldr We took up, and bore the corse 

<^ From that &ad spot» and wash'd the ghastly wound 

^^ Deep in the forehead, where the broken barb 

« Was fixU 

** S6 weltering from the field, we bore 
" Eng Harold's corse. A hundred Norman knighte 
<< Met the sad tndn, with pikes that trailed tibe ground. 
" Our old men prayM, and spoke of evil days . 
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^^ To come ; the women smote their breftsts and wept; 

^^ The little children knelt beside the way, 

<^ As on to Waltham the funeceal car 

<< Moved slow. Few and disconsolate the train 

^< Of English earls, for few, alas! renuun'^d, 

<< So many in the field of death lay cold. 

^^ The horses slowly paced, dll Waltham tow'^rs 

'^ Before us rose. Theke, with long tapered blaze, 

^^ Our brethren met us, chanting, two and two, 

<^ The ^ Miserere^ of the dead. And there — . 

** But, my child Adela, you are in tears — 

<< There at the foot of the high altae lies 

^< The LAST OF Saxon Eings. — ^Sad Editha, 

^^ At distance, watched the rites, and from that hour * 

** We never saw her more.'' 

A distant trump 
Now rung — again! again!«and thrice A trump 
Has answer'd from the walls of Ravenspur. 
^' My brothers! they are here!" Adela crie4» 
And left the towV in breathless ardour. ^^ Yobe 
^^ Flames to the sky!'' a general voice was heard — 
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The drawbridge danks — ^into the inner court 
A mailed man rides on — ^< York is no more 1^ 
The cry without redouUes-- On the ground 
The rider flui^ his bloody sword, and raised 
His hehn dismounting— the first dawn of day 
Gleam'd on the shattered plume. << Oh I AddsL,^ 
He cried, " your brother Grodwin^' — ^and she flew. 
And murmuring, ^^ my brave brother !*^ hid her face^ 
Clasping his mailed breast Socm gazing round. 
She cried, <* But where is Edmimd ? Was he wont 
"To linger?'' 

<« Edmuifd has a sacred charge,'^ 
Godwin replied. " But trust his anxious love, 
" We soon shall hear his voice. I need some rest*-^ 
" 'Tis now broad day ; but we have watch'd and fought : 
^^ I can sleep sound, though the shrill bird of mom 
" Mount and upbraid my slulnbers with her song.'' 

Tranquil and clear the autumnal day declined : 
The barks at anchor cast th^ lengthen'd shades 
On the gray bastion'd walls; airs from the deep 
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Wandered, and touch'^d the cordage as they passed, 
Then hover'^d with expiring breath, and stirr^ 
Scarce the quiescent pennant; the bright sea 
Lay sUent in its glorious amplitude, 
Without; far up, in the pale atmosphere, 
A white cloud, here and there, hung over-head. 
And some red freckles streaked the horizon'^s edge, 
Far as the sight could reach : beneath the rocks. 
That rear'd their dark brows beetling o'er the bay. 
The gulls and guillemots, with short, quaint cry, 
Just broke the sleeping stillness of the air, 
Or skimming ahnost touched the level main, 
With wings far seen, and more intensely white. 
Opposed to the blue space ; whilst Panope 
Play'd in the offing. Humbee's ocean-stream. 
Inland, went sounding on, by rocks, and sands. 
And castle, yet so sounding as it seem'd 
A voice amidst the hush'd and listening world 
That spoke of peace ; whilst from the bastion^s point 
One piping red-breast might almost be heard. 
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Such qui^ dl thhigi^ hus^d, so peaceable 
The hour : thf6 tety swallows, ere fhey leave 
The coast to pass a long dnd weaty way 
O'er ocean'^s solitude, seem to renew 
Once more their stDonmer feelings, as a light 
So sweet wotiM last for ever, whilst they flock 
In the brief siriishine of the turret-top— 
'Twas at this hour of evening, Adela 
And Godwin, now restored by rest, went forth, 
Link'^d arm in ftrm, upon the eastern beach, 
Beyond the headJand'^s shade. If such an hour 
Seem'd smiling on the he^trt, how smiled it now. 
To him, who yesternight, a soldier, stood 
Amid the direst sight of human strife. 
And bloodshed ; heard the cries, the trumpet's blast. 
Ring o'er the dying ; saw, with all its towVs,, • 
A city blazing to the midnight sky. 
And mangled groups of miserable men, 
Gasping or d^ad, whilst with his iron heel 
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He s^daah'd the blood beneath ! How changed the scene ! 
The sun^s last light upon the battl^nents, 
The sea, the landscape, the peace-breathii^ air, 
Bemember^d both, of the departed hours 
Of early life, isrhen once they had a hom£, 
A COUNTRY, where thieir father wore a crown. 
What dbai^es since that lime, for them, and all 
They Wed! how many found an early grave. 
Cut off by the red sword ! how many mourned. 
Scattered by various fates, thmugh disftant lands ! 
How desolate their own poor country^' bound 
By the Oppressor's chain 1 As thoughts like these 
Arose, the belk of rural Nevilth<»pe 
Rung out a joyous peal, rung merrily, 
For tidings heard from York : their mdody 
Mingled with things forgotten. Adela 
That instant turned to hide her tears, and saw 
Her brother Edmund, leading by the hi^d 
A boy of lovely mieai^ and footstep light. 
Along the sands. « My sister,"" Edmund cri^d^ 

n2 
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^< See, here, a foot-page I have faroti^ from IToric, 

" To serve a lady fiur." The boy hdd <Mit 

His hand to Adek, as he would isay, 

" Look, and protect me, lady."*' Adela^ 

Advancing with a smile and glowing cheek. 

Cried, " Wdcome, truant brother," and then took 

The child's right hand, imd said, ^< My pretty page, 

" And have you not a tale to tell to me ?" 

The boy spake nothing, but look'd earnestly 

And anxiously at Edmimd* Edmund said^ 

^^ If he is silent, I must speak for him. 

^^ ^Twas when the Minster flamed, and, sword in hand, 

" Grodwin, and Waltheof, and stem Hereward, 

" Directed the red slaughter, black with "smbke 

^' I burst into the citadel, and saw — 

** Not the grim warder, with his huge axe up, 

" But o'er her child a frantic mother, mute <^> 

" With horror, in delirious agony, 

<^ Clasping it to her Ixxsom ; stern and still 

^^ The father stood, his hand uppn his Intow, , ' 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



CAXao I. THE. LAST SAXON. S7 

<' Aa praying) in that hour,.tliat God mi^t make, 
*« In mercy, the laet trial brief. * Fbar not — 
** • I AM A man!— nay, fear not me,' Lcried, 
^^ And seizing this child's hand, injsafety ,p]aced, 
^^ Amidst the .smdke, and sounds and aghts of death, 
*^ Him and his mother! she with bursting heart 
^^ Knelt down to bless me : when I saw that boy, 
^' So beautiful, I thought of Adela, 
** And siiid, * Oh ! .trust yrith his preserver this 
^< ^ Your dai^hng ; for his safety, lot I pledge 
** ' My honour ;and my life,! 

/^ And I have brought 
^^ My trusted charge, that you, my Adela» 
^< May show him gentler courtesy than those, 
^< Whom war in its.stem trade has almost steerd." 
His sister kiss'd the child's light hair and cheek. 
And folded bis small hands in hers, and said, 
*^ You shall be my true knight, and wear a plume> 
" Wilt thou not, boy ? and for a lady's love 
" Fight, like a valiant soldier ?"— « I will die," 
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The poor ohild said, '^ for firiends like those who saved 
^^ My father and my mother;^ and again 
Adela kiss'd his f(M*ehead and his eyes, 
And said, ^< But we are Saxoks P 

As die spoke, 
The winds began to muster, and the sea 
Swelled with a sound more solemn, whilst the sun 
Was sinking, and its last, and lurid light, 
Streak'd the long, line of cumbrous doudf^ that hw^ 
In wild red masses oVr the murmuring deep. 
Now flickering fast with foam. The sea4bwl flew 
Rapidly on, o*er the bladL-Iifted surge, 
Borne down the wind, and then was seen no more. 
Meantime the dark deep wilder heaves^ and hark! 
Heavily, over-head the gathered 9Umn 
Comes sounding ! 

Haste !— -and in the casde-keep 
Lbt to the winds and waves that to&t inthout 
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CANTO THE SECOND. 
Waltham Forest— Tower—^Wiaiam cmd his Barons. 



There had been fearful sounds in th*^ air last night 
In the wild wolds of Holdemess, when York 
Flamed to the nudnight sky^ and spells of death 
Were heard amidst the depth of Waltham wood; 
For there the wan and weird sisters met 
Their imps, and the dark spirits that rejoice 
When foulest deeds are done on earth, and there 
In dread accordanee rose their dismal jojr* 
^^ Around, around, around, 
<< Troop and dance we to the sound, 
'^ Whilst mocking imps ery. Ho! ho! ho! ^ 
*^ On earth there will be Woe! more woe!^ 
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SPIRIT OF THE aSAETHQUAKE. 

Arise, swart Fiends, 'tis I command — 
Burst your caves, and rock the land. 

SPIRIT OF THE STOBM. 

Loud tempests, sweep the conscious wood ! 

SPIRIT OF THE BATTLE. 

I scent from earth more blood! more blood! 

SPIRIT OF THE FIRE. 

When the wounded cry. 

And the craven die, 
I will ride on the spires. 
And the red volumes of the biursting fires^ 

. SPIRITS, 'AKi> NIGHT-HAGS* 

^^ Aroimd, around, around, 

^^ Dance we to the dismal sound 

^^ Of dying cries and mortal woe, 

^^ Whilst mocking imps slK>ut, Ho! ho! ho!^ 
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FIB8T SPIEIT. 

Hear! 

Sprits, that our bests perform 

In the earthquake or the storm, 

Appear, appear ! 

A fire is lighted — the pale smoke goes up : — 

Obscure, terrific features through the clouds 

Are seen, and a wild lau^ter heard, << We comeT 

MINISTBBING- 8PIKITS 8IK6. 
1; 

I have syllables of dread ; 

They can wake the dreamless dead. « 

I, a dark sepulchral song, 
- That can lead HelTs phantom-throng. 

a 

Like a nightmare I will rest 

Tins night upon Kino William's bi^east! 
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SPIEITS9 ASTD KIOHT-HAGS, 

^^ Around, around, around, 

^^ Dance ive to the dismal sound 

^' Of djung^ahxieksand jsiortel woe, 

'< Whilst antic imps shout. Ho! ho! hoT 

They vanished, and the earth shook where they stood. 



That night, Ejkg William first, within the Tow^b, 
Received his vassal Barons — ^in that Tow'e, <"^ 
Which oft dnce then has echoed to night^shrieks 
Of secret murder, or the lone jament-^ 
Now other swqdb womh&^fd^ for on this night 
Its canopied and vaulted chambers rung 
With minstrelsy ; whilst poimiB of long aodaiin 
Re-echoed, ftom thp loQi^boles, o'er the Tbwnes:— 
The drawbridge^ and the ponderous cullis-gate, 
Frown'^d on the moat-— the flanking towns aspired 
O'er the eo^attlei} ;ifalls, vke^e psoudly waved 
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The Nonnan bsnner. William, laugh to seom, 
The munnuTB of oonsfnracy and hate^ 
That round thee gather, like the storms of night 
Mustering, when murder hides her visor^d mien! 
Now, what hast Thou to fear ? Let the fierce Dane 
Into the centre of thy kingdom sweep. 
With hostile armament, even like the tide 
Of the hoarse Humber, on whose waves he rode! 
Let foes cosifederate; let one voice of hate. 
One cry of instant vengeance, one deep curse, 
Be heard, from Wahham woods to Holdemess! 
Let Waltheof , stem in steel, let Herewaxd, 
Ijnpatient as undaunted, flash thdur swords i«— 
Let the boy Edgar, backed by Soodand^s Sing, 
Advance his feeble claim, and don his casque, 
Whose brows might better a blue bonnet grace ; 
Let Edwin and vuidictive Morcar jdn 
The sons of Haiold! what hast thou to fear? 
LoNDON^s SOLE Tow'a might laugh their strragth to scorn ( 
Upon that night, when Yobk^s proud castle M, 
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Here Wffliam held his court* • The tordies glared 

On crest or ciozier. Eii%hls mid ptdJAtes bow^ 

Before THBiB.sovEBEiaK. He, his knights and p&exs 

Surveying ivith a.stem.com|daceiicy. 

Inclined not from his seat, o'eraoK^ied '' 

With golden valance^ woyen by no hand, 

Save of the Queen. Yet calm hi& oountenaiiee . 

Shone, aiid his brow a dignified repose 

Mark'd kingly; high his forehead, andbesprent 

With dark hair, inta»p^rsed with gray; his eye 

Glanced amiable, chiefly whm. the %ht 

Of a brief smile attempered .majesty.* 

His beard wa&f dark, and. heavy, yet diffused, 

Low as the ficm ramping on his breast 

Engtail'd upon die mail ^^K 

Ono approadiM, 
And knelt, then risii^, fdaeed the diadem 
Upon his brow, wilh laurels intertwined. 
Again.the voice .olacclamation rung. 
And from the galleries a hundred.harps 
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Besounded Roitk^D^s song! '^ Lon« xive ilie EmgV* 

The baionS) aakl &e j^idates, and the knights^ 

** Long live the Conqiierar-r cried; ** a God bri earth T 

That instant the Hgh Taidled dbuunber shook <^^> 

As with a blast from hieaven, and all was mute 

Around him, and the very fortress rocked, 

As it would topple on their heads : He rose 

Disturbed and frowning, for tumultuous thou^ifts ' 

Crowded like night upon Ms heart; then waved 

His hand ! — ^The "bapons, abbots, kni^rts, redre. 

Behold him now iolone ! beftnne a kmp 

A crud£x appears; upon the ground 

Lies the same sw(»h1 that Hastings* batlie dyed 

Deep to the hilt in gore ; — ^behold, he kneels 

And prays, ** Thou only, Lord, art great,-— 

" Have mercy on my rins T The crudfix 

Shook as he spdte, diook visibly ! and, hark! 

There is a low moan, as of dying men. 

At distance heard. 

Then Wiffiite first *an««r ftw«i*>. 
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He had heard tumulte i;>f the hftlde-field. 
The noise^ the gloriouig hurrahs, md the daijg 
Of trumpets rdund him, but no aoiuid like ttus 
Ere smote mth ubJoiowi^ terscMr on hisheart. 
As if the ^e of God that moment tum'^d 
And saw it beaihig. 

JEUsing slow, he flimg 
Upon a couch hisag^ted limbs: — 
The lamp waa near Ima^ on the ground his stroid 
And helmet lay^rnahort trouUed slumbemi stole, 
And darkly rose the spirit of his dr«am. 

He saw a field of bloody — ^it passed away; — 
A glittering palioe rose, with mailed men 
Thronged, and the vcite of multitudes wad heard 
Acclaiming; suddenly- the sounds were ceased. 
The glittering palace vanished, and^ bdiold. 
Long winding^ii»l»rs^ ei^ouig to the chant 
Of stoled fathers ; and the mass-Miig ceased-*^ . 
Then a dark t<»nb appeared, and, lo f a shajpe 
As of a phantom Jdag sdso f 
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Nearer it came^ 
And nearer yel-*-4n aiknee-^rthnnigh the ghc/au 
Adyaiicing,---H3tillad¥aiieu;ig: theecdd glare 
Of armour ahone as it approached, and now ' 

It stands o'er William^s ^cHueh i The cfieetre giused 
Awhile, thai lifting its dark visor up, 
(Horrible ^viskwl)> show'^d a gridy wound 
Deep in its forcheajcl, and therein appeared 
Gouts, as yet drop[nngirom an arrow^s point 
InfixVl ! And that vad arrow^s deadly barb 
The shadow drew, and pointed at the breast 
Of Williffln; and the bbod dfopp^ on his breastt 
And through hi^ steely- arms one drop of blood- 
Came cold as deathVown handupoa Ins hearti 
Whilst a deep vdce was heaid^ '^Now ideep in peaoe^ 
*' I am avenged r 

Starting, he exdaim^d, 
<< Hence, horrid (^antoml Hoi EstMdUnyhol ' 
^^ MontgomerieP Each baron, with a tofch, 
Before him stood! '* By dawn of day,^ he cried. 
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*^ We will to horse* What passes in our thoughts 
" We shall unfbld hereafter. By St. Aime^ 
*^ Albeit, not ten thousand phantoms sent 
*^ By the dead Harold can divert our course, 
" They may bear timely warning. 

""Tisyetnight-^ 
'^ Give me a battle-song, ere daylight dawHs ; 
'^ The song of Roland, or of Charlemagne! — 
" Or our own fight at Hastings! — 

"Torches!— Ik) ! 
" And let the gallery blaze with lights ! Awake, 
" Harpers of Normandy, awake ! By Heav'*n, 
" I will not sleep till your full chords ring out 
" The song of England^s conquest ! Torches !— ho !"* 

He spoke! again the blazing gallery 
Echoed the harpers^ song. Old Eustace led 
The choir, and, whilst the king pac^d to and fro. 
Thus rose the bdd, exulting symphony* 
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SONG OF THE BATTLE OF HASTINGS. 

1. 
The Norman armament, beneath thy rocks St. Valerie, 
Is moored; and, streaming to the mom, three hundred 

banners fly ; 
Of crimson silk, with golden cross, effulgent o^er the rest. 
That banner, proudest in the fleet, streams, which the 

Lord had bless'd. 
The gale is fair, the sails are set, cheerly the south wind 

blows. 
And Norman archers, all in steel, have grasped their good 

, -yew-bows; 
Aloud the harpers strike their harps, whilst morning light 

is flung 
Upon the cross-bows and the shields, that round the masts 

are hung. 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



50 THE GRAVE OF CANTO Ik 

Speed on, ye brave, 'tis William leads; bold Barons^ at 

' his word, 
Lo ! sixty thousand men of might for William draw the 
sword. 

2. 
So, bound to England's southern shore, we roU'^d upoa 

the seas. 
And gallant the white sails were set, and swelling to the 

breeze. 
^ On, on, to victory or death T now rose the general cry; 
The minstrels sung, " On, on, ye brave, to death or 

victory!*" 
Mark yonder ship, how straight she steers: ye knights 

and barcHis brave, 
^Tis William's ship, and proud she rides, the foremost 

o'er the wave. 
And now we hail'd the English coast, and, lol on Beachy 

Head, 

The radiance of the setting sun ma]esl|cal is sbed. 

/ 



.Digitized by VjOOQIC 



CANTO II. THE LAOT SAXON. 31 

The fleet sail'^d on, till, Pevensey ! we saw thy welcome 

strand; 
Duke William now his anchor casts, and dauntless leaps 

to land. 



The£nglishhost,by Harold led, at length appear in sight. 
And now they raise a deafening shout, and stand prepared 

for fight; 
The hostile legions halt awhile, and their long lines display, 
Now front to front they stand, in still and terrible array. 
Give out the word, " God, and our right !^ rush like a 

storm along. 
Lift up God^s bakkeb, and advance, resounding Ro-. 

land's song! 
Ye, spearmen, poise your lances well, by brave Mont- 

60MEBIE led. 
Ye, archers, bend your bows, and draw the arrows to the 

head. 
They draw — the bent bows ring — ^huzzah ! another flight, 

and, hark i 

Eg 
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Ho^ the sharp arrowy shower beneath the sun goes 

hissing dark. 
Hark! louder grows the deadly strife, till all the battle- 
plain 
Is red with blood, and heap'd an>und with men and horses 

slain. 
On ! Normans, on ! Duke William cried, and, Haeold, 

tremble Thou, 
Now think upon thy perjury, and of thy broken vow. 
The banner* of thy armed knight, thy shield, thy helm, 

are vain — 
The fatal shaft has sped, — ^by Heaven! it hisses in his 

brain! — 
So William won the English crown, and all his foe-men 

beat, — 
And Harold, and his Britons brave, lay silent at his feet. 

" Enough ! the day is breaking,^' cried the King : 

" Away! away! be armed at my side, 

^' Without attendants, and to Hobse, to Hobse ! 

* Harold's banner had the device of an arsied knight. 
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CANTO THE THIBD. 

WaUham Abbey cmd Forest — WUd Womcm oftlie 
Woods, 



At Waltham Abbey-, o'er King Harold's grave 

A REQUIEM was chanted ; for last night 

A passing spirit shook the battlements, 

And the pale monk, at midnight, as he watch'd 

The lamp, beheld it tremble ; whilst the shrines 

Shook, as the de^ foundations of the fane 

Were mov'd. " Oh ! pray for Harold's soul ?* he cried. 

And now, at matin bell, the monks were met, 

And slowly pacing round the grave, they sung : 
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DIRGE. 

1. 
Peace, oh! peace be to the shade 
Of him who here in earth is laid : 
Saints, and spirits of the blest, 
Look upon his bed of rest 9 
Forgive his sins, propitious be — 
Dona pacem, Domine, 
Dona pacem, Domine ! 

When, from ycMider window's hd[ght, 
The moonbeams on the floor are bright, 
Sounds c^ viewless harps shall die, 
Sounds of Heaven's own harmony! 
For^ve his ans, propitious be — 
Dona pacem, Domine, 
Dona pacem, Domine! 
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8. 
By the ^irits of the brave^ 
Who died the kmd they lovM to save ; 
.By the soldier's faint farewell, 
By Freedom's btesang, where he fell ; 
Forgive his sins, propitious be — 
Dona pacem, Domine^ 
Dona paoem, Domine ! 

'4. 
By a nation's mingled moan, 
By Liberty's exjnring groan, 
By the saints, to whom 'tis ^ven 
To bear that parting groan to Heaven; 
To his shade pr(q)itious be — 
Dona paoem, Domine, 
Dona pacem, Domine ! 

6 

The FBOvn and mighty 
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As they sung, the doors 
Of the west portal, with a sound that shook 
The vaulted roofs, burst open; and, behold! 
An armed Norman knight, the hehnet closed 
Upon his visage, but of stature tall. 
His coal-black armour clanking as he trod. 
Advancing up the middle aisle alone. 
Approached : he gaz^d in sUence on the ob a ve ' 
Of the last Saxon; there awhile he stood. 
Then knelt a moment, muttering a brief prayer : 
The fathers crossed their breasts-^the mass-8(Hig ceasM :*- 
Heedless of all around, the mailed man 
Rose up, nor speaking, nor indining, pac^d 
Back through the sounding aisle, and left the&ne. 
The monks their interrupted scmg renewed: 

The proud and mighty, when they die, 
With the crawling worm shall lie ; 
But who would not a crown resign, 
Harold, for a rest like thine ?. 
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Saviour Lord, propitious be — 
Dona pacem, Domine, 
Dona pacem, Domine ! 

^^ Pacem'" (as alow the stoled train retire), 

'^ Pacem,^ the shrines and fretted roofs retumM. 

^Twas told, three Ncnrmon knights, in armour, spurred 
Th^ foaming steeds to the West Abbey door ; 
But who it was, that with his visor dos^d 
Passed up the long and echoing fane alone, 
And knelt on Harold^s grave-stone, none could teU ! 
The stranger kni^tsr in silence left the fane, 
And soon were lost in the surrounding shades 
Of Waltham forest. 

He, who foremost rode. 
Passed his companions, on his fleeter steed. 
And, muttering in a dark and dreamy mood. 
Spurred on alone, till, looking round, he heard 
Only the murmur of the woods above, . 
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Whilst soon all traces of a road were lost 
In the inextricable maze. From mom 
Till eve, in the wild woods be waoder'^d lost 
Night followed, and the gathering storm was heard 
Among the branrdies. List I there is no sound 
Of horn fat off^ or tramp of titiMng steed. 
Or call of some belated forester ; 
Mo lonely tapor l^^ts the waste; the w^ods 
Wave high their melitncboly boughs, and bend 
Beneath the rising tempest. Heard ye not 
Low thunder to the north ? The sofenm roll 
RedotiUes through the darkening forest deep, 
That sounds thioii^b all its solitude, and nxdis, 
As the long peal at distance ncJb away. 
Hark! the loud thunder crashes overhead. 
And, as the red fire flings a fitfiil glare, 
The branches of old oaks, and mossy trunks, 
Distinct and visible shine out; and lol 
Interminable woods a moment setti, ' 

Then lost again in deeper^ loneher night. 
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The torrent rwn oVr the vast leafy cope 
Conies flounding, aod die drops fidl heavily 
Where the strange knight is sheltered by th^ trunk 
Of a huge oak, whose dripping branches sweep 
Far round Oh! happy, if bcaneath the flash 
Some castle^s bannered battlements were seen, 
Where the lone minstrel, as the storm of night 
Blew loud without, beside the blazing hearth 
Might dry his hoary kicks, and strike his harp 
(The fire relumin^d in his aged eyes) 
To songs of Charlemagne ! 

Or, happier yet. 
If some gray conyentV bell remote pro(ilidm''d 
The hour of midnight service, when the chant 
Was up, and the long range of windows shcme 
Far off, on the lone woods, wlnlst Charity 
Might bless and welcome, in a ni^t like this, 
The veriest outcast ! Angkl ot TM stOEM ! 
Ha! thy red bolt this Instant shivering rives 
That blasted oak ! 
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The hone starts back, and bounds 
From the knight's grasp. The way is daik and wild — * 
So dark and wild, as if the sditude 
Had never heard the sound <tf human steps. 
Pond'^ring he stood, whoi by the lightning's glanoe 
The knight now marked a small and craggy path. 
Descending through the woody labyrinth. 
He tracked his way slowly from brake to brake. 
Till now he gained a deep sequestered glen — 
^^ I fear not storms, nor thunders, nor the sword,'' 
The kni^t exdaim'd: <^ that eye alone I fear! 
^* God's stem and stedfast eye upon the heart ! 
^^ Yet peace is in the grave where Harold sleeps."' 

" Who speaks of Harold ?" cried a woman's voice. 
Heard through the deep night of the woods — ^' He spoke," 
A stem ycnce answer'd, <^ He, of Harold spoke, 
** Who feared his sword in the red front of war, 
** Less than the powers of darkness :" and he cross'd . 
His breast, for at that instant rose the thought 
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Of the weird sisters of the wold, that mock 

Night wanderers, and ^^ syllable men^s names^ 

In savage solitude — ^^ If now,** he cried, 

** Dark minister, thy spells of wizard power 

^* Have raised the steam and wild winds up, apf£ak T 

He scarce had spcken^ when, by the red flash 

That glanced along the glen, half visible 

Appear^ a tall, majestic female form ; 

So visible, her eyes' intenser light 

Shone wildly through the darkness ; and her face. 

On which one pale flash more directly shone. 

Was like a ghost's by moonlight, as she stood 

A moment seen : her lips appeared to move 

Muttering, whilst her long locks of ebon hair 

Streamed o'er her forehead, by the bleak winds blown 

Upon her heaving breast. 

The knight advanced — 
Th' expiring embers from a cave within, 
Now waken'd by the night^air, shot a light, 
Fitful and trembling, and this hiunan form. 
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If it was human, at the eatrance stood. 

As seemed, of a rude care. You might have thought 

She had strange spdLs, such a mysterious power 

Was round her, such terrific sditude. 

Such night, as cf the kingdom of the grave, 

Whilst hurricanes seemed to obey her hest. 

And she no less admired, when, firont to front. 
By the rekindling ember'^s darted gleam, 
A mailed man, of proud illustrious port, 
She mark'^d; and thus, but with unfaltering voice. 
She spake — 

^^ Yes! it was Habold^s name I' heard! 
<^ Whence, and what art thou P I have watched the night, 
^^ And Usten'^d to the tempest as it howPd, 
^^ And whilst I listening lay, methought I heard, 
^^ Even now, the tramp as of a rushing steed — 
^^ Therefore I rose, and looked into the dark, 
^^ And now I hear one speak of Harold : say, 
*' Whence, and what art thou, solitary man ? 
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^^ If lost and wefu^, enter this poor shed-^ 

^< If wretched, p^ay with me — iS on dark deeds 

<< Intent, J am a most poor woman, cast 

<< Into the depths of mortal misery ! 

<^ The desolate have iv>ugbt to loae : — pass on i 

<< I had not spoken, but for Harold^s name, 

<< By thee pronounced : it sounded in my ears 

<< As of a better world — ab, no! of days 

** Of happiness in this.-— Whence, irtio art thou ?^ 

^^ I am a Noeman, woman ; more to know 
<^ Seek not : — and I have been to HAaotn^s geave, 
^< Remembering the mightisst are but dust; 
^^ And I have prayed the peace of God might rest 
** Upon his soul.'' 

^^ And, by our blessed Lord, 
*^ The deed was holy,'" that lorn wcnnan said ; 
'^ And may the benediction of all saints, 
*^ Whoe'er thou art, rest on thy bead. But say, 
^^ What perilous mischance hath hither led 
" Thy footsteps in an hour and night like this ?^ 
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« Over his gmye, of wham we spake, I heard 
'* The mass-song sung ! I knelt upon his grave, 
'^ And prayed for my own sins ! I left the fane, 
'^ And heard the chanted rice at distance die. 
<^ Returning through these forest shades, with thoughts 
" Not of this world, I pressed my panting steed 
<^ The foremost of the Norman knights, and passed 
^^ The track, that, leading to the forest-ford, 
^ Winds through the opening thickets — on a height 
' I stood and listened, but no voice replied — 
^^ The storm descended : at the lightning^s flash 
*« My good steed burst the rdns, and frantic fled — 
^^ I was alone : the small and craggy path 
^^ Led to this solitary glen ; and here, 
<^ As dark and troubled thoughts arose, I mused 
^^ Upon the dead man'^s sleep ; fob God, I thought, 
" This night, spoke in the rocking of the winds T 

^^ There is a judge in heaven,^ the woman said, 
^^ Who seeth all things; and there is a voice, 
'* Inaudible midst the tumultuous worlds 
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** That speaks of fear or contort to the heart 

*^ When all is still ! But shroud thee in this cave 

^^ Till mormng : such a sojpum may not please 

** A courtly knight, like echoing halls of joy. 

" I have but some wild roots, a bed of {em^ 

** And no companion save this bloodhound here, 

" Who, at my beck, would tear thee to the earth — 

" Yet enter— fear not''— And that poor abode 

The proud knight ^enter'd, with rain-drenched plume. 

" Yet here I dwell in peace,'* the woman said, 

" Remote from towns, nor start at the dire sound 

" Of that ACCUKSKD cuKFEw! — Soldier-knight, 

** Thou art a Noeman ! Had th' invader spum'd 

** All charities in thy own native land, 

'* Yes — ^thou would'st know what injur'd Britons fed." 

" Nay, Englishwoman, thou dost wrong our king," 
The knight replied : " conspiracy and fraud 
^^ Hourly surrounding him, at last compelled 
" Stem Rigour to awake. What! shall the bird 

F 
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^* Of thunder dumber on the citadel, 

*' And blench bis eye of fire, when, looking down, 

*^ He sees, in ceaseless enmity combinM, 

^^ Those who would pluck his feathers from his breast, 

^^ And cast them to the winds ? Woman, on thee, 

^^ Haply, the tempest of the times has beat 

" Too roughly ; but thy griefs hb can requite !'' 

The indignant woman answer^, '* He requite ! 
** Can he bring back the dead ? Can he restore 
** Joy to the broken-hearted ? He requite ! 
" Can he pour plenty on the vales his frown 
^^ Has blasted ? bid sweet evening hear again 
" The village pipe ? and the fair flow'rs revive 
" His bloody footstep crush'd ? For poverty, 
" I reck it not : what is to me the night, 
^^ Spent cheerless, and in gloom, and solitude ? 
" I fix my eye upon that crucifix, 
" I mourn for those that are not — ^for my brave, 
" My buried countrymen ! — Of this no more ! — 
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** Thou art a foe; but a brave soldier-knight 

^' Would scorn to wrong a woman ; and if death 

** Could arm my hand this moment, thou wert safe 

^^ In a poor cottage as in royal halls. 

'^ Here rest awhile till morning dawns — the way 

** No mortal could retrace : — ^twiU not be long, 

" And I can cheat the time with some old strain — 

^^ Fot, Norman though thou art, thy soul has felt 

^^ Ev^n as a man, when sacred s}ntnpathy 

'' This morning led thee to King Haeold^s geave.'* 

The woman sat beside the hearth, and stirr'^d 
The embers, or with fern or brushwood raised 
A fitful flame, but cautious, lest its light 
Some roving forester might mark. At times^ 
The small and trembling blaze shone on her face, 
Still beautiful, and showed the dark eye^s fire 
Beneath her long black locks. When she stood up, 
A dignity, though in the garb of want, 
Seem'^d round her, chiefly when the brush-wood-blaze 

f2 
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Glanced ttirou^ the gloom, and touched the dusky mail 
Of the strange knight^-then — ^with sad smile she sung : 

Oh ! when 'tis Summer weather, 
. And the yellow bee, with fairy sound. 
The waters clear is hununing round, 
And the cuckoo sings unseen, 
And the leaves are waving green — 

Oh ! then 'tis sweet. 

In some remote retreat. 
To hear the murmuring dove. 
With those whom on earth alone we love, 
And to wind through the green-wood together. 

But when 'tis Winter weather. 
And crosses grieve, 
And friends deceive. 
And rain and sleet 
The lattice beat — 
Oh! then 'tis sweet 
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To sit and sing 
Of the friends, with wh(nn, in the days of spring. 
We roam'^d through the green-wood together. 

The bloodhound slept upon the hearth — ^he raised 
His he^, and, through the dusk, his eyes were seen, 
Fiery, a moment; but again he slept. 
When she her song renewed. 

** Though thy words might well deceive me — 

That is passM — subdued I bend ; 
Yet, for mercy, do not leave me 

To the world without a friend ! 
Oh ! thou art gone ! and would, with thee. 

Remembrance too had fled ! 
She lives to bid me weep, and see 

The wreath I cherished dead. 

The knight, through the dim lattice, watched the clouds 
Of mom, now slowly struggling in the east, 
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When, with a voice more thrilhng, and an air 
Wilder, again a sad song she intoned — 

" Upon the field of blood. 

Amidst the bleeding brave. 
O'er his pale corse I stood — 

But HE is in his gkave. 
I wip'd his gory brow, 

I smoothed his clotted hair — 
But he is at peace, in the cold ground now — 

Oh ! when shall we meet there ?^ 

At once, horns, trumpets, and the shouts of men. 

Were heard above the valley. At the sound. 

The knight, upstarting from his dreamy trance. 

High raised his vizor, and his bugle rung. 

Answering. ^^ By God in heaven, thou abt the EikgI^ 

The woman said. Again the clarions rung — 

Like lightning! Alain and Montgomerie 

Spurred through the wood, and led a harnessed steed 
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To the lone cabin's entrance, whilst the train 
Sent up a deaTning shout, " Long live the King T 
He, ere he vaulted to the saddle-bow, 
Tum'd with a look benevolent, and cried, 
^^ Barons and lords, to this poor woman heie 
" Haply I owe my life ! Let hek ^ot need !'' 

" Away r she cried, *^ Kino of these eealms, away ! 
^^ I ask not wealth nor pity — ^least from thee, 
/^ Of all men.^ As the day began to dawn, 
More fix'd and dreadful seemed her sted&st look, 
The long black hair upon her labouring breast 
Streamed, whilst her neck, as in disdain, she raised 
Swelling^-her eyes a wild terrific light 
Shot, and her voice, with intonation deep. 
Uttered a curse, that ev'n the bloodhound crouched 
Beneath her feet, whilst with stem look she spoke : — 
" Yes! I AM EniTHAf she whom he lov'd — 
^^ She, whom tfiy sword has left in solitude, 
" How desolate! yes — I am Editha! — 
" And thou hast been to Haeoljd's geave— oh ! think. 
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/^ King, wheks thy own wiIl be ! He rests in peace ; 
^* But ev'n a spot is to thy bones denied — 

" I see thy carcass trodden under foot 

" Thy CHiLDJiEN — ^His, with filial reverence, 

^^ Still think upon the spot where he is laid, 

^^ Though distant and far-sever'^d — ^But thy son*, 

" Thy eldest bom, ah ! see, he lifts the sword 

^^ Agaiiist his father^s breast! — ^Hark, hark ! the chase 

<^ Is up ! in that wild forest thou hast made ! — 

" The deer is flying — the loud horn resounds — 

** Hurrah ! the arrow that laid Habold low — 

".It flies — ^it trembles in the bed King's heabt^! 

" NOBMAN, HeAY'^n's HAND IS ON THEE, and THE CUBSB 

*< Of this devoted land ! Hence, to thy theone !^ — 
The King a moment with compassion gazM, 
And now the clarions, and the horns, and trumps 
Rung louder ; the bright banners in the winds > 
Wav'd beautiful ; the neighing steeds aloft 

• Robert of Normandy. fWiiliam Bufus, called thelted King. 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



CAOTO ni. THE ILA&T SAXON. 78 

Manded their manes, and up the Valley flew, 
And soon have left behind, the glen, the cave 
Of solitary Editha, and sounds 
Of her last agony! 

" Montgomerie,^^ 
King William, turning, cried, *' when this whole land ' 
^< Is portion^ (for tall then we may not hope 
** For lasting peace) foboet not Editha * T 

In the gray beam the spires of-London shone. 
And the proud banner on the bastion 
Of William's Tower was seen above the Thames, 
As the gay train, slow winding through the woods, 
Approached ; when, lo ! with spurs of blood, and voice 
Falf ring, upon a steed, whose laboring chest 
Heav'd, and whose bit was wet with blood and froth, 
A courier met them. 



* It is a singular ^t, that the name of Editha Pulcherrima occurs in 
Domesday.— -See Turner. 
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" YoBK !— rfi King r he cried, 
<< YoBK b in ashes !--Hill thy No&mahs shunr 

^< Now, by the splendour of the throne of Grod !'^ 
King WiUiam cried, '^ nrar woman, man, nor child, 
<* Shall live.''— Terrific flash'd his eye of fire. 
And darker grew his frown; then, looking up. 
He drew his swoid) and with a vow to Heav'n, 
Amid his barons, to the trumpet's dang 
Rode onward (breathing vengeance) to the ToVb ! 
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%it #raV)e of t^t last ^ajron. 



CANTO THE FOURTH. 



Wilds ofHcidemess — JBags — Parting' on the Htumber- 
WaUham Abbey y and Grave-^^onchmon. 



The moon was high — ^when, mid the wildest wolds 
Of Holdemess, where erst that structure vast, 
An idol-temple *, in old heathen times 
'FrownM, vrith ^gantic shadow to the moon^ 
That oft had heard the dark song, and the groans 
Of midnight sacrifice — 

There, the wan sisters met,— 
They circled the rude stone, and called the dead, 
And simg by turns their more terrific song : 

* This temple Camden places at Delgovitia. 
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FIBST HAG. 

I looked in the seer^s prcfjphetic glass, 
And saw the deeds that should cbtne to pass — 
From Carlisle-Wall to Flamborough Head, 
The reeking soil was heaped with dead. 

SECOND HAG. 

The towns were stirring at dawn of day, 

And the children went out in the mom to play; 

The lark was singing on holt and hill — 

I lookM ^^g^9 hut the towns were sdll, 

The^ murdered child on the ground was thrown, 

And the lark was sin^g to heaven alone. 

THIRD HAG. 

I saw a famished mother lie. 

Her lips were livid, and glazed her eye ; 

The tempest was ri^ng, and sung in the south, 

And I ^natchM the blade of grass from her mouth. 
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FOURTH. HAG. 

By the rolling of the drums! 
.Hitherward King William comes : 
The night is struggling with the day^^- 
Hags of darkness ! hence ! away ! 

William is in the north — the avenging sword 

Descended like a whirlwind where he passed — 

Slaughter and Famine at his bidding wait, 

Like lank, impatient bloodhounds, till he cries 

^^ Pursue r Again the Norman banner floats 

Triumphant on the citadel of York, 

Where, drcled with the blazonry of arms. 

Amid lus Barons, William holds his state. 

The boy preserved from death, young Malet, kneels. 

With folded hands : — ^His &ther, mother kneel, 

Imploring clemency for Hakold's sons — 

For Edmund most BareheadM Waltheof bends, 

And yields the keys ! — ^A breathless courier came ; 

" What tidings ?^ — " OVr the seas the Danes are fled — 

" Morcar and Edwin in Northumbo-land, 
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<^ Amidst its wildest mountains, seek to hide 

" Their broken hopes — ^thar troops are all dispersed. 

^^ Malcohn alone, and the boy A&ding, 

^^ And the two sons of the dead Harold, wait 

" The winds to bear them to the North away.'' — 

" Bid forth a thousand spearmen," William cried: 

" Now, by the resurrectiop, and the throne 

^^ Of Gkxl, King Malcolm shall repent the hour 

" He ere drew sword in England! — Hence, away V^ 

The west wind blows — ^the bo&t is on the beach. 
The clansmen are embark'd — the pipe is heard — 
Whilst thoughtful Malcolm and young Atheling 
Linger the last upon the shore : and there 
Are Harold's children, the gray-headed monk, 
Godwin, and Edmund, and poor Adela : — 
Then Malcolm spoke — " The lot is cast : oh ! fly 
<< From this devoted land, and live with us, 
" Amidst our lakes and mountains 1" — " Adela," 
Atheling whisper'd, " does thy heart say Yes ? 
" For in this world we ne'er may meet again." 
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" The brief hcMir calls — come, Adela,^ exclmm'^d 
Malcolm, and kindly took her hand. She looked 
To heaven, and fell upon her-knees — then rose. 
And answered : 

" Sire, when my brave father fell, 
" We three were exiles on a distant shore, 
*^ And never, or in soUtude or courts, 
^^ Was God forgptteui — all is in his hand. 
^^ When those whom I had lov^d firom infancy 
" Here join'd die din of arms, I came with them — 
<* With them I have partaken good and ill, 
" Have in the self-same mother's lap been laid, 
" The same eye gaz'd on us with tenderness, 
" And the same mother pray'd prosperity 
^^ Might still be ours through life ! Alas ! our lot, 
"How different! 

" Yet let THEM go with you, 
" I argue not — ^the first time in our lives, 
" If it be so, we h^e shall separate — 
" Whatever fate betide, I will not go 
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<< Till I have knidit upon my fatheb'^s gbave !^*- 

^^ ^Tis perilous to think,^ Atheling cried, 

** Most perilous — how ^seape the Norman^s eye?^— 

She turned, and with a solemn calmness said, 

^' If we should perish — at the hour of death 

** My father wi^l look down from Heaven, and say, 

^^ < Come, my poor child! — Oh! come where I am blessed !^ 

" My brothers, seek your safety — Here I stand 

^^ Resolved — and never will I leave these shores 

" Till I have knelt upon my fatheb^s gbave !^ — 

" We never will forsake thee !" Gkxiwin cried. 

<< Let death betide!^ said Edmund, ^^ we will go— 

" Yes! go with thee, or perish !*" 

As he spoke, 
The pilot gave the signal — " Then farewell !^ 
King Malcolm cried, '^ Mends lately met, and now 
" To part for ever !" and he kissed the cheek 
Of Adela, and took brave Godwin^s hand 
And Edmimd^s, and then said, almost in tears, 
" It is not now too late ! yet o'er my grave 
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" So might a duteous d&ughter weep P *^ God speed 
^^ Brare Maloohn to his father'*s land P they cried. 
The ships, beyond the promontory'*s point, 
Were anchored — and the tide was ebbing fast. 

Then Aihic — ^^ Sire, not unforeseen by me 
** Was this sad day : — Oh ! King of Scotland, hear — 
^^ I was a brother of that holy house 
^* Where Harold'^s bones are buried — ^from my vows 
" I was absolved, and followed — ^for I lov'd 
'* His children — ^follow'^d them through every fate. 
'^ My few gray hairs will soon descend in peace, 
^< When I shall be forgotten ; but till then, 
" My services, my last poor services, 
'^ To THEM I have devoted, for the sake 
^' Of HIM, their father, and my king, to whom, 
" All, in this world, I ow'd ! Protect them, Lord, 
'^ And bless them, when the turf is on my head, 
^' And, in their old age, may they sometimes think 
^^ Of Ailric, cold and shrouded in his grave. 
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^< Wh(Hi summer siiii]eB.-^Sire, listen, wfailal I pray 
^^ One boon of thy compassion ; not for me-*- 
*^ I reck not whether vengeanoe wake or sLeefH- 
^^ But for the safety of this innocent maid 
^^ I' speak. South of the Humber, in a cave, 
^^ Concealed amidst the rocks and tangled' bn&kes, 
*^ I have deposited some needfiil weeds 
*^ For this sad hour, — ^For well, inde^, I knew, 
*^ If all ^ould fail, diis maid^s last resolve, 

^^ To KNEEL UPON HER FATHEH^S 6EAVE, OB DIE. 

'^ For this I have prpvided : but the time 

^^ Is predous, and the sun is wesfring slow : 

^^ The fierce eye of the lion may be turned 

<< Upon this spot to-morrow ! Adela, 

*'' Now, hear your friend, your father ! the fleet hovr . 

'^ Is passing, never to return : Oh ! seize 

" The instant. — Thou, King Malcolm, grant my pray'r !— 

^< If we embark, and leave the shores this night, 

^^ The voice of fame will bruit it far and wide, 

^^ That Harold's children fled with thee, and sought 
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^^ A refuge in thy kingdom — None will know 

" Our destination — In thy boat conveyed, 

" We may be landed near the rocky cave, — 

^^ The boat again ply to thy ships, and they 

*' Plough homeward the north seas, whilst we ABS left 

" To FATE !*" — ^Again the pilof s voice was heard— 

And, o^er the sandoHills, an approadnng file 

Of Norman solcEers, vrith projected spears, 

Already seem'^d as ruslung on their prey. 

Then Ailric todc ike hand of Ad^ — 

She and her brothers, and young Atheling, 

And Scodand^s king, are in one boat onbark^d — 

Meantime the sun sets red, and twilight shades 

The sinking Mis — The solitary boat 

Has reached the adverse sh(»re. 

" Here, then, we partr 
King Malcolm said ; and eveiy voice lef^ed, 
<< God speed brave Makdm to his father^s l^d!"* 

Ailric, the brothers, and their lister, leit 

g2 
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The boat — they stood upon the moonlight beach^ 
Still list''ning to the sounds, as they grew faint. 
Of the receding oars, and watdiing still 
If one white streak at distance, as they dipp'd. 
Were seen, till all was solitude around. 
Pensive, they sought a refuge for that night 
In the bleak ocean-<»ve.— The moniing dawns, 
The brothers have put off the plumes of war. 
Dropping one tear upon the sword ! Disguised 
In garb to suit their fortunes, they appear 
Like shipwreck''d seamen of Armorica, 
By a Frandscan hermit through the land 
Led to St Alban's shrine, to offer vows — 
Vows to the God, who heard them in that hour. 
When all besides had perish'd in the storm. 

Wrecked near his ocean-cave, an eremite 
(So went the tale of their disastrous fate) 
Sustain^'d them, and now guides them through a land 
Of strangers — That fair boy was wont to sing 
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Upon the mast, when the still shijj went slow 

Along the seas, in sunshine-— and that garb 

Conceals the lovely, light.hair*d Adela. 

The cuckooes note in the deep woods was heard 

When forth they far'd. At many a convent gate 

They stood and prayed for shelter, and their pace 

Hastened, if hi^ amid the clouds they mark'^d 

Some solitary castle lift its brow 

Gray in the distance-— hastened, so to reach, 

Ere it grew dark, its hosjntable towers — 

There the lithe minstrel sung his roundelay. 

Listen, lords and ladies bright: 
I can sing of many a knight 
Who fought in paynim lands afar — 
Of Bevis, or of Iscapar. 
I have tales of wandMng maids, 
And fairy elves in haunted glades, 
Of phantom-troops that silent ride 
By the moonlight forest's side. 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



86 THE GRAVE OF CAin:o iv. 

I have songs (fair maidens, hear !) 
To warm the love-lorn lady'^s ear — 
The choice of all my treasures take. 
And grant us flood for pity'^s sake. 

When tir'^d, at noon, by the white waterfall, 
In some romantic and secluded glen. 
They sat, and heard the blackbird overhead 
Singing, unseen, a song, such as they heard 
In infancy. — * So every vernal mom 
Brought with it smell of flowers, or song of birds, 
Mingled with many shapings of old things. 
And days gone by ! — Then up again, to scale 
The airy moimtain, and behold the plain 
Stretching below, and fading far away. 
How beautiful ! yet still to feel a tear 
Starting (even when it shone most beautiful). 
To think, ^^ Hjsbe, in the country of our birth, 

* William toolc the fiel^ m spring. 
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« NorestisoUrsr 

- " On, to our fathsr's aBAvs S'* 
So southward through the country they had paM'd 
Now many days, and casual shelter found, 
In villages, or hermit's laoeky cave. 
Or castle, high-embattled on the point 
Of some s^boep mountmn, or in convent walls ; 
For moat with pty heard his song, and marked 
The countenance of the way-faring boy ; 
Or when the. pale monk, with his folded hands 
Upon his breast, prayed, ^* For the love of God, 
^* Pity the poor,^^ gave alms, and bade them ** Speed T 
And now, in cEstant li^t, the pinnades 
Of a gray fane appear^d^ wlulst on the woods 
Stifi evening ^bed its parting light :^^^^ Oh ! say-^- 
<* Say, villager, what tow^'rs are those that rise 
<^ Eastward b^ond the alders?'" . 

^ " Know ye not,'' 

He answer'd, ^^ Waltham Absby ? Harold there 
>< Is buried-^He, who in the fight was slain 
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<< At Hastings T— To the che^ of Adela 
A deadly paleness came. ^^ On— let us on,^ 
Faintly she cried, and held her brother^s ann» 
And hid her face a numi^it with bar hand ! 
And now the massy portal^s sculptured arch 
Before them rose. 

'^ Say, porter/^ Ailric cried, 
^' Poor nudriners, wrecks on the northern shores, 
^^ Ask charity ! — Does aged Osgood hve ? 
^^ Tell him a poor Franciscan, wand'^ring £Eir, 
'^ And wearied, fco* the love of God would ask 
" His charity.'' 

Osgood came slowly forth — 
The light that touched the western turret, fell 
On his pale face. The pilgrim-father said, 
^^ I am your brother Ailric — look on me ! 
" And THESE ar;e Hakold's cHiLnaENr 

Whilst he spoke^ 
Godwin, advancing, vrith emotion cried, 
<^ We are his diildren ! I am Godwin, this 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



CAVTO IT. TH£ LAST SASLO^. 89 

^^ Is Edmund^ and 1q! poor and in disguise, 

" Our fflster ! — we would kneel itpon his gbave~-> 

" OUB FATHEE*S !^ 

" Come yet nearra:,^ Osgood said, 
" Yet nearer r and ttot instant-Adela 
Look'd up, and wiping from the lids atear, 
" Have you forgotten Adela ?" 

"OhOodr 
The old man trembling cried, ^^ ye are indeed ^ 
f < Our bene&ctor^s chHdren ! Adela, 
** Edmund, brave Godwin ! welcome to these walls— 
<^ Welcome, my old companion !^ and he fell 
Upon the neck of Ailric, and both wept. 
Then Osgood—" Children of that honoured lord 
" Who gave us all, go near and bless his grave.^ 
One parting sunbeam-yet upon the floor 
Rested — ^it passed away, aiid darker gloom 
- Was gathering in the aisles. Each footstep's sound 
Was more distinctly heard, for all beside 
Was silent. Slow along the glimmering fane 
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They pass'd^ like sbadowa liaea from tJw tombs* 

The -fintraiiscMloor was: doeTd, lest ou^t mtmde 

Upon the sanctity of this sad hour ! 

The inner quoir they tsiter, port in diade 

And part in lights for now the jriaiig moon 

Began to glance upon the shrines, and tambB, 

And pillars : trembling through the windows high 

One beam, a mcnnent, on that cold gray stone 

Is flung— the word " Infelix*" ♦ is scarce seen-^ 

'^ Behold his GBAVS-sxoNEr' Osgood said. Each eye 

Was tum'd. Awhile intait they gazM, then kndt 

Before the «kiu!| on the marUe stone 1 > 

No sound was heard through all the dim expanse 

Of the ragt Imilding, none but of the air 

That came in dying echoes up the aisle. 

Like whispers heard at the confessoon^hair. 

Thus Harold'^s dildren, hand in haiid^ knelt down-^ 

Upon THSIB FATHBB^s G& ATE KNELT down I and pNEy'd*- 

* In some accounts it is said the only inscription on the tomb was 
** Infelix Harold.*' 
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^< Have meFcy on his soul— have umRcr, LosdP 

They knelt a la^^then'd space, and bow'd their heads, 

Some natural tears they shed, and crossed their breasts. 

Then, nuang slowly up, looked round, and saw 

A miHik approaching near, unmarked befiare ;. 

And in the fiurther distance the tall form 

As of a female. He who wore the hood 

And haint of a monk, approached and spdce^- 

<^ Brothers! beloved sister! know ye not 

« These featuies P^'-.-and he rais'd his hood— << Behold 

^^ Me — me, your brother Marcus! whom these weeds, 

<< Since last we met, have hid firom all the world: 

*' Let HE kneel with you rbeb P 

When AdeU 
Beheld him, she exdaim'd, ^^ Oh ! do we meet 
^^ Here, my lost brother, o^er a father's grave? 
<< You live, restored a moment in tins world, 
<< To us as from the graveT And Godwin took 
His hand, and said, ^^ My brother, tell us all— 
" How have you liv'd unknown ? — ^Oh ! tell us all.'* 
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^< When in that^rave our fi»dier (he replied) 
^^ Was laid, ye iBed, and I in this sad land 
'< JRemain^d to cope with fin-tune. To these walls 
^' I came, when Ailric, £pom his vows absolved, 
^^ With you was wand'^ring. None my Us^age knew, 
<< Or name, but I, same time, had won regard 
^^ Frotn. the Superior — Osgood knew me not, 
" For with Earl Edwin I had Uv'd from youth-^ 
" To our Superior thus I knelt and pray'd: 
^^ * Sir, I beseech you, for the love of God, 
" * And of our Lady Mary, and St. John, 
'^ ^ You would receive me here to live and die 
" * Among you.' — ^What most mov'd my heart to take 
^< The vows, was this, that here, from day to day, 
<< From year to year, within the walls he raised, 
<^ I might behold my Father'^s grave ! This eve 
^^ I sat in the Confessional, unseen, 
^^ When you approached— I scarce restraint the tear, 
<< From many recollections, when I heard 
^^ A tale of sorrow and of sin*! Come near, . 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



CANTO IV. THE LAST SAXON. 9S 

** WoM AK of woe r — and a wan woiiiaQ stood 
Before them, tall and stat^y ; her dark eyes 
Shone, as th^ uocertain lamp cast a brief glare, 
And show'^d her neck, and raven hair, and lips 
Moving — She qioke not, but advanced and knelt — 
She, too— on HABOi.D's gbave; then prayed aloud, 

" Oh ! GOJD BE MB&CIFVL TO HIM — AND MU r 

" Who art thou ?^ Godwm cried. 

" Ahl know ye not 
^^ The wretched Editha ? No CHiLnaEN^s love 
^* Could equal mine ! — ^I tiod among the dead ! 
^^ Did I not, fathers ? — trod among the dead. 
" From corse to corse, or saw men^s dying eyes 
^' Fix'*d upon mine, and heard such groans as yet 
" Bive, with remembrance, my torn heart — I found 
^ Him, who rests here, where then he lay in blood ! 
<^ When he was buried, I beheld the rites 
'< At distance, and with broken heart retired , 
" To the wild woods ; there I have liv'd vnseen 
^^ From that sad hour. Late, when the t^npest rocked. 
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^< At midni^t) a proud soldier shelter sought 

<< In my lone cell; Hwas when the stoim was heard 

'^ Through the deep ttOett, and he too had knelt 

" At Harold's gravel—Who was it?— He! the King! 

<^ Say, fathers, was it not the hand of God 

<< That led his fooUteps there!— But has he leam'd 

^< Humility ? oh ! ask this bleeding land. 

<< Last night, a jdiantom came to me in dreams, 

^^ And a voice said, ' Come, visit my cold grave !** 

« 

^^ I came, by some mysterious impulse led ; 
<< I heard the even-song, and when the sound 
^^ Had ceased, and all departed, save one monk, 
^^ Who stood and gaz'd upon this grave alone, 
*^ I prayM that he would hear me, at this hour, 
'^ C(mfess my secret sins, for my full heart 
^^ Was labouring. It was Harold's son who sat 
^^ In the Confesnonal, to me unknown — 
<^ But all is now reveal'd — and lo! I stand 
" Before you r 

As she spoke, a thrilling awe 
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/ 



Cataae to each henrt : loftier she see^d to stand 

/ 

In the dim moonlit; nsncfsd:^^ yet stem, 

Her aspect; and her breast was f«en to beat: 

Her eyes were fix'^d, and shoncr with fearful l]ght--< 

She raisM her right hand, and her dark hair fell 

Upon her neck,- whilst all, scarce breathing, heard : 

'^ My spirit labours r she ezdaim^d ! ^' this night! 

'< The tomb! the altar! Ha! the virion strains 

" My senses to oppression ! MarkM ye not 

" The trodden throne restored ? the Saxon Kne* 

'^ Of England'^s monarchs bursting through the gloom ? 

^< Lady, I look on thee^-In distant years, 

<< EVn from the Northern throne which thou dialt share, -f* 

<< A warrior-mmiarch shall arise, v^ose arm, 

<^ In concert with this country, now bow^d low, 

<< Shall tear the eagle fnmi a Conquxeob'^s grasp, 

^< Far greater than this Norman ! 



* The Saxon line was restoiied through the sister of Athellog. 
t A daughter of Harold married Waldimir of Russia. This part was 
written when the Emperor of Russia was in Eaglaud. 
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V « Spare, oh God !— 

^< My burning brain T—^^en, with a shriek, she fell 

Insensible upon the Saxqn^s geave ! 

They bore her from the iib^e — ^and Godwin said, 

" Peace, peace be with her, now and evermore T 

He, takfaig Marcus by the hand,^^ Yet, here 

<^ Thou shalt behold — ^behold, from day to day, 

" This honoue'd grave ! But where in the great world 

" Shall be thy place of rest, poor Adela ?^ — 

" Oh! God be ever with her!^ Marcus cried, 

^* With her, and you, my brothers! Here we part, 

" Never to meet again — whatever your fate, 

^^ I shall remember with a brother^s love, 

** And pray for you! but all my spirit rests 

" In other worlds — in worlds, oh! not like this! 

^^ Ye may return to this sad scene when I 

^^ Am dust and ashes ; ye may yet return — 

^^ And visit this sad spot ; perhaps when age 

" Or grief has brought such change of heart as now 

^^ I feel, then shall you look.iipon my grave — 
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*^ And shed one tear for him, whose latest pray'r 

" Will be— Oh! bless you! bless my sister, Lord!^ 

Then Adela, with lifted look composM, — 

** Father, it is p£bfobm*d, — ^the duty vow'd 

" When we returned to this devoted land, 

" The last sad duty of a daughter's love ! — 

" And now I go in peace— go to a world 

^^ Of sorrow, conscious that a fsither's voice 

^^ Speaks to my' soul, and that thine eye, oh Grod, 

" Whatever the fortunes of bur future days, 

" Is o'er us. Thou, direct our onward road !*" , 

O'er the Last Saxon's grave, old Osgood rais'd 

His hands, and pray'd — 

" Father of Heav'n and Earth! 
** All is beneath thine eye ! 'tis ours to bend 
^^ In silence. Children of misfortune, lov'd, 
" Rever'd— children of him who rais'd these roofs, 
*^ No home is found for you in this sad land ; 
'^ And none, perhaps, may know the spot, or shed 
" A tear upon the earth where ye are laid !" 
So saying, on their heads he plac'd his hands, 

h 
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And blessM tliem all— «but^ after paiis^ lejoin^d^ 
<< ^Tk dangeioaft Imgcriiig here-^e fite-tyM Lynx 
<^ Would lap your Uoodl— WeetWHid, beyond tbe Lea, 
^< There is $, cell, wheve ye nmy rcat tOi^ni^t* 

The portal opea'dr-oii the battlemeiits 
The moonlight sbone-^Hleiit and beautiful! 
Before them lay 'thar path through the wide world — 
The nightix^ea were singing as they passed; 
And, looking back upon the gMflaxa^ni^ towVt, 
They, led by Aibic, and with thoughts on Heav'^n, 
Through the lone forest held their pensive way ! 



CONCLUSION, 

WILLIAM, on Us imperial throne at York . 

Is seated, ekd in steel, aU but his btx. 

From casque to spur. His brow yet wears a frowB, 

And his eyes show the unextinguished iSre 

Of stedfast vengeance, as his inmosl heart 

Yet laboured, like the ocean after storm. 
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His sword imsheath'^d a];>pears, wUch none beside 
Can wield; his sable beard, full and cKffiis^d, 
Below the casque is spread ; the lion ramps 
Upon his mailed breast, engrail"*d with gold. 
Behind him stand his barons, in dark file * 
Rang'^d, and each feature hid beneath the helms ; 
Spears, with escutcheon'*d banners on their points, 
Above their heads are raised. Though aQ alike 
Are cas^d ia armour, know je not that knight 
Who next, behind the King, seems more intent 
To listen, and a Idftter stature bears ? 
^Tis bold MoHtgomerie ; and he wha kneels 
Before the seat, his armour, all with gules, 
Checker'^d, and diecker^d his small banneret, 
Is L<ml Fit£«lain. William holds a scroll 
In his right hand, and to Fitz-alain speaks: 
'^ All these, the forfeited domains and land 
^< Of Edwin and of Morcar, traitor-lords. 



* The picture is taken from an original^ preserved in Drake^ in 
which William and his barons are thus represented. He is shown 
in the act of presenting his nephew Alain with the forfeited lands 
of£arl£dwin. 

h2 
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« From Ely, to the banks. of Trent, I give 
" To thee and thine I'' 

Fitz-alain lowly knelt, 
And kissed his iron-hand, then slow arose, 
Whilst all the Barons shouted, " Live. the KxNGr 



This is thy song, William the CoNauEEOE, 
The tale of Habold^s children,. and the grave 
Of the last Saxon ! The huge fortress frowns 
Still on the Thames, where William's banner wav'd, 
Though centuries, year after year, have passed. 
As the stream flows for ever at its feet — 
Habcxli), thy bones are scattered, and the tomb 
That held them, where the Lea^s lorn wave delayed*, 
Is seen no more; and the high fane, that heard 
The eleeson pealing for thy soul, 
A fragment stands, and none will know the spot 
Where those, whom thou didst love, in dust repose. 

Thy CHILDREN ! ^But the tale may not be vain, 

* *« Waltham" is, literally, the Ham in the Wold. 
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If haply it awake one duteous thought 
Of filial tenderness. '. . • : '•• 

That day of blood '. . - :\ I : 

Is passed, like a dark spectre ! but it speaks 
Ev'n to the kingdoms of th^ earth — 

« Behold 
" The hand of Grod I from that dark day of blood, 
" When Vengeance triumph'^d, and the curfew knoll^d, 
" England, thy proud majestic policy 
" Slowly arose ! through centuries of shade 
" The pile august of British liberty 
" TowerM, till behold it stand in clearer light 
" Illustrious. At its base fell Tjrranny 
^^ Gnashes his teeth, and drops the broken sword ; 
" Whilst Freedom, Justice, to the cloudless skies 
" Uplift their radiant forms, and Fame aloft 
^^ Sounds o'er the subject seas, from East to West, 
" From North to South, her trumpet — ' England, live ! 
" * And rule, till waves and worlds shall be no 

MORE !' " 
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NOTES. 



Page 6, line 16. 
JSvery trace has vamsKd, 
Part of the abbey remains^ but I believe there is no trace 
of the tomb; it was of gray marble. That part of the abbey 
where it lay is entirely destroyed. 

Page 7, line 12. 
JFhen Lea. 
The river Lea, aoir whidh'the abbey called Waltham Holy 
Cross was founded. 

Page 8, line 16. 

I have taken the liberty, for the sake of euphony, to altar 
the name of Harold's third son, from Magnus to Marcus. 

There is a quaint epitaph in Speed, describing him as having 
been buried in a convent at Lewes. I have so far adhered to 
historical tradition, as to represent him under the character 
and in the habit of a religious order. The abbey, founded by 
his father, seemed more appropriate than a convent or cell at 
Lewes. The wife of Harold is not introduced at the funeral, 
as she had fled to a convent 
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Page 9, line 12. 

Leofrine. 

Altered from the real name^ for tlie same canse as I have 

giyen a variation to the name of Magnus. I have taken the 

liberty also of representing the " religious" at Waltham 

Abbey as Monks; though, in fact, they were *' Canons." 

Page 10, line 11. 
Spum-head. 
Spurn-head, at the entrance of the Humber. 

Page 11, line 14. 

Like the two brothers famed m ancient %9ng, 

Fratres Helene. 

Horace. 

Page 12, line 9. 
. Raven^ur. 
This town and castle are now vanished; but the name is 
well known in English history. It is uncertain whether it was 
built since the Conquest, but there can be no doubt there was 
a castle at the entrance of the Humber ; and as the name was 
familiar, and the antiquity of the place acknowledged, I con- 
sider myself at liberty to retain the name. 

Page 27, line 3. 
Red portentous comet. 
A comet appeared at the time of Harold's coronation. 

Page 27, line 10. 
Fierce Norwegian. 
Hardrada, of Norway, had invaded England just before 
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the arrival of William. Harold defeated him with immense 
slaughter in the norths and was called from thence to a more 
desperate and fiital struggle. , 

Page30, line 17. 
A hundred Norman knights, 
WiUiam and the Normans were solicitous to pay every mark 
of respect to the remains of the late king. 

Page 33, line 14. 
Panope. 
■ On the level brine. 



Sleek Panope, with all her sisters play'd. 

Milton. 

Page 34, line 3. 
T%e very swallows. 
I have placed, according to the best accounts, the taking 
of York at the Ml of the year. 

William prepared his army, and took the field in the spring ; 
and the whole country, north of the Humber to the Tyne, 
was entirely laid waste and desolated by ^le, famine, and the 
sword. See Turner's excellent History of England, and <^ 
the Anglo-Saxons. 

Page 36, line 17. 
But o'er her child, a frantic mother. 
Only one hmHy was saved in the massacre of the Normans 
at York. The name is Malet, or Mallet. I have made this 
historical circumstance illustrative of the milder, but no less 
brave, character of Edmund, and introduced the episode for the 
sake of '^ relief;" as many other descriptions, which I need 
not point out. 
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Page 42^ line 6. 
FtrH, wkhm the Tower. 
Whether it is a matter of fiact or ]iot> that tlM Tower waa 
finished in this year^ I am justified in assuming it poetically, 
and it is at least historically credible. 

Pi^ 43, line 19. 

London's sole Tow*r mighi leugk their strength to seam. 

" Our Castle's strength will laugh a siege to scorn." 

Machetk, 

F9^ 44, line 7« 
Yet culm K$ cimtemmee* 
William, with all his sternness, is described by ccmtemporary 
historians as having a remarkable complacent smile, and seemi^ 
to have been by nature bold, benevolent, and superstitious. I 
have endeavoured to sketdi his portrait, as it appears from a 
comparison of the writers of the period. 



ILLUSTRATIONS FROM SPEED. 

'^ This victory thus obtained Duke William wholly 
ascribed vnto God, and by way of a solemne supplication or 
procession, gaue him the thankes ; and pitching for that night 
his pauilion among the bodies of the dead, the next day re- 
turned to Hastings, there to consult vpon his great and most 
prosperously begun enterprise, giuing first commandement for 
the buriall of his slain souldiers. 
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* But Morcair and Edvisj <ilie unfortunate Queenes Bre- 
ibren, by ni^t fflcajping the battaikj came vnto Loiick», 
wfaeve, with the mst <d the Peeres, they begsnne to hiy the 
foundation of some fresh hopes; posting thence their mes- 
sengers to raise a new supply^ and to comfort the English 
(who^ throu^ all the Land, were stricken into a feareful asto- 
nishment with this Tuezpeoted newes) from a despairing feare, 
shewing the chance <^Warre to be mutable, their number 
many and Captaines sufficient to try another field. Alfred, 
Ardibishop of Yorke, ihere present, and President of the As- 
sembly, stoutly and prudently gaue his counsel! forthwith to 
consecrate and crowne young Edgar Atheling (the true heire) 
for their King, to whom consented likewise both the sea^Cap- 
taines and the Londoners. But the Earles of Yorkeshire and 
CheshiFe, Edwin and Morcar (whcMn this fearefull state of 
their country could not disswade from disbyaltie md ttnfat- 
tion}, pbtting secretly to get the crown themselues, hindred 
l^at wise and noble designe. In which, while the sorrowfrdl 
Queens, their sister, was conueyed to Westchester, where, 
without state or title of a Qneene, she led a solitary and quiet 
life. 

" The Mother of the slaine King did not so well mo^ 
derate her womanly passions as to receiiie either comfort or 
counsell of her friends: the dead body of her sonne shoe greatly 
desired, and to that end sent to the Conquerour two sage' 
-bftethren of his Abbey at Waltham, who had accompanied him . 
in his vnfortunate expedition*: Their names (as I finde them 
recorded in an olde manuscript) were Osegod and Ailric, 
whose message to the Conquerour, not without abundance of 
teares and foare, is there set downe in the tenour as fdU 
loweth: 
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^' ' Noble Duke ; ' and ere long to be a mo8t great and mightie 
.King, we thy most humble seruants, destitute of all comfort 
r(as we would we were also of life) are come to thee as sent 
ffom our brethren/ whom this dead King hath placed in the 
i Monastery of Waltham, to attend the issue of this late dreadfiill 
•battaile (wherein God &uouring thy quarrell, he is now taken 
away and dead, which was our greatest comforter, and by 
whose onely bountifull goodnesse we were relieued and maip- 
tained, whom hee had placed to seme God in that Churth.) 
Wherefore wee most humbly request the (now oiir dread 
Lord) by that gracious ficuiour which the Lord of Lords hath 
shewed vnto thee, and for the reliefe of their fsoules, who in 
4his quarrell haue ended their dayes, that it may be .lawfnU 
for Ys by thy good leaue safely to take and carry away with vs 
the dead body of the King, the Founder and builder <^ our 
Church and Monasterie ; as also the bodies of such others as 
whom for the reuerence of him and for his sake desired abo 
to be buried with ys, that the state of our Church by their 
helpe strengthened, may be the stronger, and indure the firmer/ 
With whose so humble a request, and abundant teares, the 
Yictorious and worthy Duke moued, answered : 

^' ' Your King (said he) Ynmindfull of his faith, although 
he haue for the present endiired the worthy punishment of his 
fault, yet hath he not therefore deserued to want the honour 
of a Sepulchre or to lie Ynburied : were it but that he dyed a 
King, howsoeuer he came by the Kingdom, my purpose is, ibf 
the reuerence of him and for the health of them who hading 
left their wiues and possessions haue here in my quarrel lost 
their Hues, to build here a Church and a monastery with an 
hundred Monkes in it, to pray for them for euer, and in the 
same Church to bury your King aboue the rest, with all ho- 
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nour vnto so great a Prince^ and for his sake to endow the 
same with great reuenewes/ 

'^ With which his courteous speech and prcnnises^ the two 
religious &thers, comforted and encouraged, again replied : 

'^ ' Not so,. noble Duke,, but grant this thy servants most 
humble request, that we may, for God by the leaue, receiue 
the dead body of our Founder, and to bury it in the place which 
himself in his life time, appointed, that wee, cheered with the 
presence. of his body, may. thereof take comfort, and that his 
Tombe may be vnto our successors a perpetual monument of 
his remembrance.' 

*^ The Duke, .as he was of disposition gracious, and inclined 
to mercy, forthwith granted their desires, whereupon they 
drew out stores of gold to present him in way of gratulation, 
which he not only vtterly refused, but also oiered them plenty 
to supply whatsoeuer should be needfull for the pompe <^' his 
fiinerall, as also for their costs in trauaile to and fro, giuing 
strait, commandments that none of his souldiers should per- 
sume to molest them in this businesse or in their retume. 
Then went they in haste to the quarry of the dead, but 
by no meanes could find the : body of the King; for the 
countenances of all men greatly alter by death, but being 
maimed and imbrued with bloud, they are not known to be the 
men they were. As for his other r^^all ornaments which 
might haue shewed him for their King, his dead corps was 
despoyled of them, either through the greedy desire of prey 
(as the. manner, of the field is) or to be the first bringer of such 
happy news, in hope of a princely reward, Tpon which purpose 
many times the body is both mangled and dismembred, and 
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00 was tkis King sfter kii death bj a baK aonldier gaaht and 
hackt into the legge, whom Duke William rewarded for so th- 
soldier like a deed, casheiring him for euer out of his wages 
and warres. So that Harold, lying stript, wounded, beman- 
gled, and geared in his bloud, could not be fbonde nor knowne 
tiU they sent for a woman named Editha (for her passing 
beatie suraamed Swan shals, that is, Swans-necke), whom hee 
entertained in secret loue before he was King, who by some 
secret marks of his body, to her well knowne, found him out, 
and then put into a ooffine, was by diuers of the Norman No- 
bilitie h<mourably brought vnto the place afterward .called 
Battle Bridge, where it was met by the nobles of England, 
and, so conueyed to Waltham, was there solemnly and with 
great lamentation of his mother, royally interred, with this 
mdeJE^titaph^, well beseeming the time, though not the 
person. 

'' Goodwine, the eldest son of the King Harold, being growne 
to some ripenesse of years in y® life of his Father, after his 
death and ouerthrow by the Conquerour, took his brother 
with him and flew ouer into Ireland, from whence he returned 
and landed in Somersetshire, slew Edmoth (a Baron sometimes 
of his Fathers) that encountered him, and taking great preyes 
in Deuonshire and Comwell, and departed till the next yeare. 
When comeing again he fought with Beom and Earle of Com« 
wall, and afi»r retired into Ireland, and thence went into 
Denmarke to Ejng Swayn, bis Cosen German, where he spent 
the rest of his life. 

'' Edmund, the second sonne to King Harold, went with 

* For this epitaph, see Speed. 
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Ids brother into Ireland^ returned with him into Engknd, 
and was at the slaughter and ouerthrow of Edmoth and his 
power in Sommesetshire^ at the spoyles committed in Cornwall 
and Devonshire, at the conflict with the oornish Earle Beom, 
passed, repassed with him in all his voyages, inuasions, and 
warres, by sea and by land, in England and Ireland ; and at the 
last departed with him from Ireland to Denmarke, tooke part 
with him of all plasure and calamitie whatsoeuer, and attend- 
ing and depending wholly upon him, lined and died with him 
in that country. 

** Magnus, the third sonne of the King Harold, went with 
his brothers into Ireland, and returned with them the first 
time into England, and is neuer after that mentioned amongst 
them, nor elsewhere, vnlesse (as some coniecture) he be that 
Magnus, who, seeing the mutability of humane affaires, became 
an Anchoret, whose epitaph, pointing to his Danish originall, 
the learned Clarendaux disoouered in a little desolate Church 
at Lewes, in Sussex, where, in the gaping chinks <^ an arch in 
the wall, in a rude and ouer wome character, certain old im- 
perfect verses were found." 

A daughter, whose name is not known, left England with 
her brothers, and sought refuge with them in Denmark. 

Speed quotes Saxo Grammaticus, who says, '^ She afterwards 
married Waldemar, King of Russia." To this daughter I have 
given the name and character in the poem. 



THE END. 
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